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To the Honourable 
Henry Heveningham, Eſq; 


SIR, 


S$ Beauty in Diſtreſs has always found ProteQtion 
A from the Generous and the Brave, to throw 
herſelf into honorable Hands and hoſpitable 
Walls, ſhe ſeeks a Patron here ; fearleſs even of greater 
Dangers than thoſe ſhe has happily eſcap'd, when Your 
condeſcending Gopdneſs emboldens her to aſpire to 
Favours:which her humble [Thoughts wou'd ſcarce per- 
mit her-to expect. . But while my fair Unfortunate reſts 
ſecure under ſo auſpicious,a Roof, my Ppiet Hero / 
will inevitably be loſt there : He'll ind haters 
of Temper , that Gracefulneſs , that Tend 0 
Soul, and every lovely Qualification ſo much above 
him, thar, where he enters with Pride, he will fit down 
with Envy. He will find You dividing your equally 
grateful Converſation betwixt the gravity of the Wile, 
the gayety of the Witty, and the eaſy ſprightlineſs of the 
Fair, 4 entertaining the Solid, the Ingenious and the 
Beauteous, ſo as to improve the firſt, cheer the ſecond, 
and charm the laſt. For, as none, ſeems to have 
more ſtudied the Art of pleaſing thoſe whom the 
Beſt deſerving wou'd pleaſe, ſo a particular Genius of 
Gallantry diſtinguiſhes You from moſt of thoſe who 
make any conſiderable Figure among the Beau monde. 
You wiſely conſider that by ſuch a Spirit the beſt Men 
A 2 have 
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(iv) 
have been inſpir'd with Sentiments produttive of th. 
nobleſt Attions, and 'tis cheifly _ to ſuch Examples 
as Your ſelf, that 'tis kept up in this degenerating Age, 
when ſo many ſeem fondeſt of eſtranging themſelves 
from the molt harmleſs Recrea:ions and Improvements, 
More happy thoſe, who, like You, are convinc'd, that, 
by a pleafing Converſe with the other Sex, ours inſen. 
ſibly gains that graceful Deportment, that elegant Po- 
liteneſs, and thoſe Accompliſhments which the ingenious 
Fair ſeldom fail to impart more effeCtually than the moſt 
laviſh Nature itſelf, and even that Love of Glory, 
which adefire topleaſe 'em awakes or rather inſpiresin 
Hearts. In that ingaging Society, Learning ſoon loſes its 
Pedantry, Youth its Indiſcretion, and Bravery its 
Roughneſs ; and Man becomes with Eaſe and Pleafure 
an abſolure Maſter of thoſe Graces that change arude 


. Maſs into a perfe& Gentleman. But I onght not todwell 
. on the Praiſe of others, while I have fo fair an oppor- 


tunity to enlarge on Yours. The Charatter which 
You have ſtill maintain'd, is what the ableſt Pensmighe 
be ambitious of Drawing; but- what Colours of Speech 
ſhall Rethoric , or Poetry it ſelf, that bolder Paint- 
ing, uſe, todo Juſtice to the great Original? Tt 
like-too many others you had need to borrow ſome 
Glory from the refleted Luſtre of your Anceſtry, tife 
remoteſt Ages wou'd ſupply you with hereditary Marks 
of Honor,while we trace up Y ours long before the Con. 
queſt, and find among the many noble Branches of fo 
Iluſtrions a Family , owe of your Anceſtors enriching 
your Scntcheon in the Holy Wars by extraordinary At- 
chievements of Honour.and the acquiſition of Laurels be» 
forethe Walls of Feruſalenr; and one particularly, killing 
in ſingle Combat the Champion of the Saracens before 
the King and' the whole Army, to the immortal Glory 
of his Name and*Country. 

But we need not.look ſo far back as to: Chronicles 


and Monuments, when we have living Objetts of Ad- 
miration; 
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mication before ns Artful Painters, when they wou'd 
copy ſach,endeavour to ſet every PerfeCtion in its trueſt 
light, and either to veil, extenuate, or throw into 
ſhades thoſe defetts of which Nature is ſo ſeldom free ; 


they (triveto heighten every grace, yet {© asto preſerve 


rhe original Likeneſs, and give an advantageous Idea 
of what they repreſent. While thus they flatter Nature, 
I could only wiſh the firſt of thefe Talents, conſcious 
that I ſhould have no occaſion ro exert the others, to 
give a juſt idea of yourAccom pliſtn: exits. But extror- 
dinary ©ualifications are yet more. unealily . deſcrib 6 


tothe Eyes of the Mind, than extraordinary Features to 


thoſe of the Body , and [ have not ſo much of the Au-+ 
thor, but that a Senſe of Mode(ty and my own Incapa- 
city, check my preſumptuous Defires. Belides, every 
Truth it ſelf begins to ceaſe to pleaſe the moſt deſer- 
ving, whenit makes too bold with their Praiſe; and the 
lnatur'd Worldis apt toterm that Flattery, which often 
is but a juſt Acknowledgment,and the Incentive,and on- 
ly Reward of Vertue in this World ; the want of Merit 
of moſt Men making 'em diſpleaſed to hear the Worth 
of others, and their Fnvy and uncharitable Thoughts 


charging the faireſt and moſt lively Complexions with... 


uſing Artifice, For my part, I hope never to ſeem © 
mprudent as to debaſe with Flattery the real Worth 
which I wou d extol 3 | know. that thus to add imagina» 
ry Virtue to the true, is like the injudicious laying paint 
on a good Face, where ſome natural Beauty is wanting, 
this only ſerves to diſgrace the other Charms, and make 
Deformity more conſpicuous. Yet, without ſo much 
2s attemping a ſlight Sketch of your particular Endow- 
ments, (tho moſt Poetical Dedications have more ofthe 
Picure than of the Epiſtle) to whom ſhou'd aſpirin 
writers make their Court, but ſuch as You, by whoſe 
countenancing Generoſity, Poetry, Muſic, and other 
ingenious Arts are incouragd ? You, whole known Zeal 
for thoſe whom you eſpouſe, and Humannty to all the 
world, make every one fond of ſharing your Smiles. 
"Tis as You influence thoſe whom we are proudeſt of 
pleaſing, 


hes 
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pleaſing, that even our moſt labour'd Pieces muſt expect 
to be receiv'd ; and as You ſipply us with Inſtructions 
and Examples, that we are enabled to ſucceed; *Tis 
not from the vulgarOrder of men that we muſt learn to 
write to theHeart, to touch the Soul, totrifle agreeably, 
be witty without AﬀeQation , ſolid without Dulneſs, 
lofty without Bombaſt, and familiar without Meannefs. 

But I ought to finiſh this Addreſs, leſt T uſurp fome 
of thoſe Moments which are due to your more enter- 
taining Diverſions 3 and as the Buſineſs of this Epiſtle is 
not more to ſecure to this Tragedy the Honour of your 
Patronage, than to aſſure You of the deep Reſpect of 
the Author, I cannot conclude better than with a So- 
lemn Proteſtation of being eternally, with the utmoſt 


Veneration, | 
Tour moſt bumble and 


Moſt obedient Servant, 


Peter Motteux, 


THE 
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The PREFACE. 


| Have no reaſon to. complain of the Reception which this Tragedy 
met with, tho it appear d firſt at' a time not very favourable to Com- 
poſures of this kind, and diveſted of all the things that now recommend a 
Play muſt to the Liking of the Many. For it Jas no Singirg, no Danc- 
ing, no mixture of Comedy, no Mirth, no change of Scene, no rich 
Dreſſes, no Show, no Rants, no Similies, no _ ; no Killing on the 
Stage, no Ghoſt, no Prodigy ; and, what's yet more, no Smut, no- 
Profaneneſs, nor Immorality. Belides. 'tis @ ſingle Phit, and the 
whole Story, notwithſtanding the great number of Tugns in it, is tranſ- 
acted on one individual ſpot of ground, and in 1o' more Time than the 
Repreſentation takes up, which is an uncommon Confinement ; the rather 
if you conſider that the Scenes are unbroken, no two and two coming on to 
talk and then go out meerly becauſe they bad no more to ſay. Here [ 
ftudy'd to bring the Afors to that Place only becauſe they bawve Buſineſs 
there, and make 'em go away becauſe their concerns call for them elſe- 
where, yet never without leaving. ſome Atﬀor on, from the Be- 
ginning to the End of the AF, Add to this the Confinement in writing 
to a Moral, the whole deſign tending to make goed the laſt line in the 
Poem ; and the Difficulty in cloathing aFittion like this with words that 
may keep up the dignity of Verſe , while the Tale requires all the Free- 
dom and natural Turn of Proſe, p b 

I had the ſatisfattion of ſeerng the Audience pleaſingly [urpriz'd by the 
Turns in the Pl and if, 4s Zou willing to believe, they came on ſome- 
what too faſt, *tis a" Fault which I can with eaſe avvoid another time. 
Perhaps they only ſeem ſo now, becauſe ſeveral things were left out, to 
make the Play the ſhorter. 

Such as it is, it has had the honour of forcing Tears from the faireſt 
Eyes, and what 1 cannot too thankfully and humbly acknowledge, of 
being the happy occaſion of rec ing me to Her Royal Hi - M4 es 
Bounty ; Her Princely Gift alone outweighing the Benefit of a ſixth Repre=- 
ſentation: This moſt exceilent and wer Princeſs being pleas'd to encou- 
rape thas an inoffenſrve Writer, doubtleſs that he may lt keep to ftritt 
Morality, even in the circumſtancesof @ melancholic F ortume. 

I might ſay ſomething 'now of the preſens Diſputes about the Low- 

wWhineſs or Unlawfulneſ: of the Stage, but refer you to the following Let- 
ter, which (as the Bookſellers, who are men of fair and unqueſtion'd' 
Reputation, and abwue countenancing any little trick, can teſtifie) was 
really writ by a worthy Divine of the Church of England. 
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( viii ) 
T cattnot be too cautions ; for 1 find my uninterrupted good ſucceſs has 
rais d me Enemies. ' But, ſince 'tis cemmon for better Pens than 
ſelf to be abus'd by thi'worſt, as lonz as my Writings continue to be as 
well reoci'd as they bave been from the firſt, I can calmly leave Envy 
and Detradion in their deſeru'd Obſcurity, 
O I only beg leave to add the following lines, out of a Poem which be. 
fore I wrote for the Stage 1 inſcrib'd to areverend Claygymian: As they 
were then my ſentiments, they are, and I hope will be ſtill 


The Poet's Charaer of himſelf. 


To what hard Fate a Muſe her Yor ries birds, 
Still forc'd by need to rack their weary d minds ; 
To footh a dull, ungrateful, impious age, 

Th' eterna! Dfudpges of the Preſs and Stage ; 
This momenc biftied, thoughtlefs of the paſt, 
Still rich in hopes, and wretched to the laſt ; 
Infpir'd by Fits, but ofcner dull than wiſe, 
And fond of Fame, which yet they ſacrifice ! 

Ah, cruel Fortune, Tyrant of my Life, 

To Fools ſo kind, with Poets ſtill at ſtrife, 
Thou mayſt conſtrain thy Slave to loſe his righe 
To dear-bought Fame, the Poet's beſt delight ; 
But never ſhall my dzarer Honour be, 

Thou Proftitute, a Proftitute to thee. 

Oh, ler me ne*re prophane celeſtial Fire, 
ar facred Flames, or kindle looſe Deſire ; 

r, to baſe Flatt'ring and DetraQtion bent, 
Poylon the Weak, and ſtab the Innocent. 

Oh! that my Muſe in ſome Retreat might ſing 
Britain's great Ruler, and Heav'ns greater King : 
Ev'n our wing'd Brother-Poets of the Grove 
Strive here below to rival thoſe above. 

Each morning they their warbling voices raile, 
Inſpir'd by Nature, Nature's God to praiſe. 
The lab'ring Swain by them beguiles his Cares, 
Yet by his Arts, their callow Brood inſoares ; = 
Then, blinded, taught t' unlearn their native ſtrain, 
And cag'd forlife, the wretches ſing for Grain. 

So 'ris with us, at ficſt by Nature free, 
Our Lays were ſacred as our Deity : 
But by a ſelfiſh World inflav'd, while young, 
Blinded by.Vice, we're taught a meaner Song: 
Kept cloſe and bare, we ne're enjoy the Spring, 
1he Town our Cage, where we mult ſtarve or firg. 
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A LETTER 


FROM A © phy. 
Divine of the Cxuron of ENGLAND, 
Tothe Author of the Tn a6 tv Y calld, 


BEAUTY in DISTRESS, © 
Concerning the Lawfulneſs and Unlawfulneſs of Plays. 


S I R,” 


INCE you have been pleas'd to deſire my —_ about the [awful- 
neſs or unlawfulneſs of writing Plays for the Stage, I ſhall give it 
you with all the Freedom and Impartiality wbich becomes one Sp my 
Funtion. Upon "jel as the preſent Management of our Thea- 

ters,0n the Attions, Humors,and CharaGers which are daily repreſented there, 
which are for the moſt part. ſo Leud and Immodeſt, as to tend very much to 
the debauching the Youth and Gentry of our Engliſh Nation ;, I might very 
Fell diſwade you from giving any Countenance to ſuch unmanly Pradices, 
by offering any of your Works to the ſervice of the Stage. 

But tho the Theatral INIT are become an Offence and Scandal 
to moſt, yet I am not of their Mind, who think Plays are abſolutely unlaw- 
ful, and the beſt way to Reform is wholly to ſuppreſs them : For certainly 
they might be of very great uſe, not only for the Diverſion and Pleaſure, but 
alſo for the correFion and information of Mankind. *Tis no Crime to eat 
or drink, but the Sin lies in the exceſſive and immoderate Uſe, or rather a+ 
- buſe of thoſe things which we eitber eat or drink : the Caſe is much the ſame 
with Plays. In their own Nature they are innocent and harmleſs Diverſt- 
' ons; but then indeed they become ſinful and unlawful, to be niade, aGed, ot 
ſeen, when they tranſgreſs the bounds of Virtue and Religion ; ſhock our Na- 
ture, put our Modeſty to the bluſh; imprint nauſeous and unbecoming Ima- 
ges on our Minds; and in a word, when they are ſuch as are a ſcandal to 
the Author, and an offence to the Audience. | | 


B 
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1 am not willing (Sir) to believe ſo bardly of the Age, (tho "tis bad e- 
nough in all Conſcience.) but that moſt of the Perſons who frequent the The- 
atres, would be as well plea®d to ſee a Play of Decorum and Modeſty ated, 
as they would be to ſee and Atheiſtical Comedy, *Tis this. cone 
federation that I am willing to encourage you in your deſign of viding Plays 
for the Stage}, for you bave too much Prudence, Honour, and Conſcience, 
80 ſubje& the ſacred Nine to baſe and ſervile ends. *Tis to be bop'd that 
fuch as you may be a means of reforming the Abuſes of the Stage, and of 
ſhewing the World that a Poet may be a man of Senſe and Parts, without 
renouncing bis Virtxe. 

1 ſhall not trouble you at preſent with any farther Thoughts of my own, 
but will bere give you the ſentiments of a very judiciou Divine upon this 
Subje. It ſeems be was conſulted by a Gentleman, whether Plays were 
lawful or not, and whether be might in Conſcience exerciſe bis Parts that 
way : To this the Divine replies in tbe enſuing Letter, ſhewing bow far 
Plays are lawful and neceſſary, and when they become unlawful and ſinful ; 
the Reſolution of this will, I preſume, come up to your Purpoſe. 


The LET TER is as follows. 
SIR 

Have avoided as much as 1 could giving to my Opinion in writing 
[| about Plays, conſidering the niceneſs of the Subjea, and my own 
Incapacity : But fince you preſs me ſtill to cure you of that ſcrupn- 
Jous Fear which lies upon your Mind, 1 muſt paſs over thoſe two Dif- 
iculties, chuſing rather to expoſe my ſelf on your account, than not 
| to eaſe you of your Doubts. In truth, Sir, the more I examine the 
Holy Fathers, the more I read the Divines, and conſult the Caſviſts, 
the leſs able I find my ſelf to determin any thing in this matter. I 
had no ſooner found ſomething in favour of the Drama among the 
Schoolmen, whoare almoſt all of them for allowing it, but I perceiv'd 
my ſelf ſurrounded with abundance of paſſages out of the Councils 
and the Fathers,who have all of them declain'd againſt publick Shows. 
This Queſtion would have been ſoon determin'd, if the Holy Scrip- 
ture had ſaid any thing about it. But as Tertullian very well obſerves, 
We no where find that we are as expreſly forbidden in Scripture to 
go to the Circw and Theatre, to ſee the fightings of Gladiators, or be 
aſſiſting in any Show, as we are forbid to worſhip Idols, or the being 
guilty of Murder, Treaſon and Adultery, If you read the Scrip- 
tures over and over, you will never meet with any expreſs and par- 
ticular precept azainſt Plays. The Fathers aſſert that we cannot in 
Conſcience be any ways aſliſting to the Drama ; the Schoolmen main- 
tain the contrary : Let us therefore endeavour to make uſe of St. 
Cyprian's 


(xt) 
prian's Rule, who ſays, That Reaſon is to be beard where Holy Writ is 
lent;, and let us try to reconcile the concluſions of the Divines with 
the determination of the Fathers of the Church. | 

But becauſe *tis a very nice Point, and the queſtion conſiſts in-re- 
conciling them together, I will not advance any thing of my own 
Sentiments, but bring St. Thomas Aquinas to ſpeak for me; who 
being on one ſide a very Religious Father, and Holy DoQtor- of the 
Church, and on the other ſide, the Angel of the School, the Maſter 
and Head of all the Divines, ſeems to me the moſt proper of any to 
reconcile the diſagreeing Opinions of both paxties. _ In the ſecond 
part of his Summs, among others, he ſtarts this Queſtion, What we 
_ think of Sports and Diverſions? And he returns in anſwer 
to himſelf, That provided they be moderate, he does not only not 
think them ſinful, but in ſome meaſure good and conformable to that 
Virtue which Ariſtotle ſtiles Eutrapelia, whoſe buſineſs 'tis to ſet juſt 
bounds to our Pleaſures. The reaſon which he alledges for it is this, 
That a man being fatigu'd by the ſerious actions of Life, has need 
of anagreeable ent, which he can find no where ſo well as 
in Plays : and to back his Opinion, that great Caſuiſt produces that 
of St. in in his own words, © In ſhort, I would have you take 
<* care of your ſelf, for *tis the part of a Wiſe man, ſometimes to 
* unbend his Mind which is too intent upon his 

« Now, continues St. Thomas, How can this relaxation of the Mind 
<« be effeted, if not by diverting Words or Adtions ? *Tis not there- 
&« fore ſinful or unbecoming a wiſe and virtuous Man, to allow him- 
& ſelf ſome innocent P es. This holy DoQtor does even in ſome 
_ fort reckon it a Sin to refrain from D n; © Becauſe (ſays he) 

« whatever is contrary to Reaſon, is vicious; now *tis contrary to 
* Reaſon that a man ſhould be ſo unſociable and hard upon others, as 
© to oppoſe their innocent Pleaſures, never to bear a part in their 
& Diverſions, or contribute to *em by his Words or Aﬀtions. There- 
& fore Seneca had a great deal of reaſon to ſay upon this occaſion, 
© Demean your ſelves in your Converſation with ſo much Prudence 
& and Diſcretion, that none may charge you with being moroſe, or 
<* deſpiſe you as one unfit for human Converſe: for *tis a Vice to fall 
< out with all Mankind, and thus to be imputed a moroſe and ſalmge 
© Creature. 

"Tis eaſy, Sir, to determine from thoſe words of that Father, 
that under the general term of Recreations he comprehends the 
Drama, when he ſays, that this unbending of the Mind, which is a 
Virtue, is perform'd by — Words and Aftions. Now what 
1s more proper and peculiar to Plays than this, fince they only con- 
liſt in jocoſe and witty Words and Attions, ſuch as produce Gelight 
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and'recreate the mind ? 1 do not think you will find: in any other Di 
verſion, Words and Attions thus united together: But hearken, I 
'beſeech you, once more to this great Scholar. 

&« It ſeems (ſays he) as if thoſe Players who ſpend their whole 
«* lives on the Stage, did tranſgreſs the bounds of innocent Diver- 
«. fion. If then exceſſive Diverſion be a Sin ( as certainly 'tis )/the 
« Players are in a ſtate of Sin; and fo likewiſe are all thoſe who 
&« aſſiſt at Stage-repreſentations, and they who give any thing to 
*© them are, as it were; Abetters of their Sin z which ſeems.to be 
« falſe; for we read inthe Lives of the Fathers, that-one day it was 
* reveaPd to St. Paphnutiuzs, That in the other Life he ſhould not 
« arrive to a higher degree of Glory than a certain Player. 

If the Objeftion which St. Thomas here ſtarts be nice, his Anſwer 
is as delicate and ſolid. - © Diverſion (replys this excellent DoQor) 
« being therefore neceſſary for the comfort of human Life, we may 
6*. appoint ſeveral Employments for this very end, which are lawful; 
*. Thus the Employment of Players being eſtabliſhed to afford men 
& an honeſt Recreation, has nothing in-it, in my mind, which de- 
<« ſerves to be prohibited ; and 'I- do not look upon them to be in a 
<* ſtate of Sin, provided they make uſe of this ſort of Recreation 
& with moderation, that is, provided they neither ſpeak nor a& any 
** thing which is unlawful; mix nothing that is Sacred with Pro- 
* fane, and never a& in a prohibited time.” And tho they may 
& have no other employment of Life, with reſpe& to other Men, 
<« yet with reſpe& to themſelves and to God, they have other very 
* ſerious Employments, ſuch as when they pray to God; govern 
& their Paſlions, and give Alms'to the Poor, From hence I con- 
«. clude, that thoſe who in -moderation pay or aſliſt them are guilty 
« of no Sin, but do an aQ of juſtice, ſince they only give them the 
*. reward of their labour. But if any one ſhould ſquander away 
« his whole Eſtate upon them, or-countenance Players who a& after 
* a ſcandalous and unlawful way, I make no queſtion but that he 
* fins, and gives them encouragement to ſin ;. and. 'tis in this ſenſe 
* that St: Auguſtin's words are to be taken; when he ſys, That to 
« . give one's Eſtate away to Players, ts rather a Vice than a Virtue. 

To-prove that *tis only the Exceſs which ought to be condemned in 
all Sports and Diverſions, and that the holy Fathers had no other 
deſign in dechiming againſt Plays, St. Thomas explains what he 
means by. Exceſs, and lays it down as an indifpenſible Maxim; 
That in-every thing which may be regulated according to Reaſon, 
that which tranſgrefles this Rule is to be reckon'd ſuperfluous, and 
that which does not come up to-it defeftive. © Now, continues he, 
«diverting Words and Actions-may be regulated according to _ 

6 1on: 


(xi) 
« ſ6n :- The Exceſs therefore in them is, when they do not agree to” 
<<. this Rule, or are defeRive by the Circumſtances which ought to' * 
«- be applied to them. *Tis npon this Maxim that we ought to re- 
turn anfwer to the Authorities of the Fathers of the Church, ſince 
according to St. Thomas, they declaim only againſt the Exceſs in 
Plays, and we ſhall offer nothing on this ſubje&, but in imitation 
of this great Door, who, as his way was, applying to all the Fa- 
thers the Anſwer which he gives to only one, anſwers St. Chryſoſtom 
in this manner. That .cloquent Father. had ſaid, that it was not: 
God who was the Author of Sports, but the-Devil ; and the more 
to back what he had advanc'd, - produc'd this paſſage out of ho- 
ly.Writ ; The people ſat down to eat and drink, . and roſe up to play. But 
St: Thomas is for having thoſe words of the great Chbryſoftom, to be un- 
derſtood of exceſſive and immoderate Sports ; and he adds, That Ex-* 
ceſs in play isa fooliſh yn {tid by St. Gregory eymarny cy of 
Gluttony and Sin ; andthat in $his ſenſe it is written, that che people 
ſat down to eat and drink, and roſe up to play, This is the Anfwer 
which we are to make to whatever may be objefted againſt us out.of 
the Fathers, and the rather, becauſe in examining them without pre-: 
judice, *tis eaſy to perceive, that if they did declaim ſo:much againſt” 
the Drama, it was only becauſe in their times its: Exceſs was crimi-' 
nal and immoderate ; whereas had they ſeen it as 'tis now-a-days in' 
France, conformable to good Manners a1d right Reaſon, they would | 
not have inveigh'd againſt it. But Plays as they were acted in the 
time of our Forefathers, 'were ſoabominable and infamous, that thoſe 
Pious men could not but employ their greateſt Zeal againſt a thing: 
which was ſo very offenfive to the Church, For is it not the excefs of + 
Plays, for inſtance, againſt which Tertulian cries out, when he ſays 3 
&* Let us not go fo the Theatre, which is a particular Scene of Im-: | 
© modeſty and Debauchery, - where nothing is lik*d but what is dif-- 
* approv'delſewhere; and what. is thought moſt excellent, is com-' 
© monly what is infamous and lewd. | A Player, for inſtznce, aQg- : 
© there with the moſt ſhameful and naked Geſtures z Women for-: 
«< getting the modeſty of their Sex, dare do that on the Stage, and: 
& 1n the view of all the World, which others would bluſh to com-- - 
© mit at home where no body could ſee them- + There they repre-- 
<« ſent the Rape of Virgins, the infamous Victims -of publick De- 
« bauchery; ſo much the more-wretched, becauſe expoy'd ito ther 
« view of ſuch Women as are oppore to be ignorant of ſuch-Licen- 
<« tiouſneſs. - They are there made the - ſabjet-ok the-young mens. 
© mirth ;-there you are directed to the place where they proſtitate» 
« themſelves ; there they tell you. now much they get by their infa-: 
© mous. Trade, and there:in a word thoſe Strumpets are n__—_ : 
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*. &4 in the preſence of thoſe who ought to be ignorant of- all thoſe 

" ©. things. I ſay nothing, adds this Father, of what ought to be bu. 
<< ried in eternal ſilence, for fear that by barely mentioning ſuch 

"< horrid ARions, I ſhould in ſome meaſure be guilty of them; 

- But the other Fathers are not io reſerv*d as he, and make no ſcru- 
ple to diſcover all they know about it... You muſt not imagine that 
I am ambitious of quoting all they have ſaid : Thoſe matters which 
are ſo freely handled in another Language, might prove offenſive in 
ours; therefore 1 will only leave you to gueſs what Exorbitances 
they have mention'd, by ſome of thoſe leſſer Infamies of which I dare 
give an account out of their Writings. 

Salvian was afraid to fay any thing about it : © = (ſays he) 
& can treat, of thoſe ſhameful Repreſentations, thoſe diſhoneſt 
&« Speeches, and of thoſe laſcivious and immodeſt Attions, the e- 
« normity and offence of which are diſcoverable by that reſtraint 
Ku they in their own nature impoſe upon us not to rehearſe 

LaJantius is not fo referv'd, his moſt favourable Thoughts about 

it are theſe, © To what end do thoſe impudent Actions of the 
« Players tend, but to debanch the Youth of the Age? Their effe= 
© minate Bodies in Womens dreſſes, repreſent the moſt laſcivious 
«< Geſtures of the moſt diſſolute. And a little lower, he f@ 
« From the licentiouſneſs of Speech, they proceed to that of ACti- 
<«« on: they, at the inſtance of the people, ſtrip, 'debauch'd Women 
& ſtark naked on the publick Theatre, &c. Pray be you Judge, whe- 
ther what this Father adds, can be acceptable to modeſty. 

* St. Cyprian, who ex profeſſo compoſed a Book of publick Shows, 
deſcribes at targe all the infamous PraQtices there. We may alſo | 
read ſomething of that abominable Cuſtom of their appearing naked 
on the Theatres, in St. Chryſoſtom, St. Ferom, and St. Auguſtin. 
The firſt of theſe does not ſcruple comparing thoſe of his time who 
went to Plays to David, who took pleaſure in ſeeing Bathſheba naked 
in her Bath; and ſaying that the Theatre is the Rendevouz of all 
manner of Debaucheries, that *tis full of Impudence, Abomination, 
and Impiety. A more modern Writer (viz. Alexander ab Alexandro ) 
deſcribing the Shows of the Antients, and eſpecially their Bacchanalia, 
gives us ſuch horrible PiAures of their publick Infamies and Protitu- 
tions, that I ſhould tremble to repeat them. You may imagin, 
Sir, there could be nothing of good in them, ſince the infamous 
Heliopabalus was the Author of ſome of them. But leſt you 
ſhould ſuppoſe that Plays were much the ſame as they are now; and 
that *twas only to diſſwade the faithful from frequenting the 


Stage, that the Fathers repreſented it in ſuch frighttfu] _ ; 
et 
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tet vs conſult profane Authors. Falerius Maximw, , ſpeaking of” 
the deteſtable Cuſtom which the Romans had, of expoſing upon the 
Theatre the naked Bodies of debauch'd Women, and the nakedBo- 
dies of young Boys, relates of 2. P. Cato, that he being one day at 
thoſe ſights, and underſtanding by his Fayourite Favonivs, that out of 
the ReſpeX which they bore to him, the People were aſham'd to de+ 
fire the Players ſhould appear naked on the Theatre z this great man 
{ withdrew, that he might not'by his preſence hinder that which was 
ſo cuſtomary. Seneca gives us the ſame Account of Cato, and com- 
mends him for his being unwilling to ſee theſe debauch'd Women na. 
ked. I dare not repeat to you the words of Zampridiu, becauſe they 
are too fulſom, when he lays, that the Emperor Heliogabalus, who in 
a Play repreſented Yenu, ſhowed himſelf all naked upon the Stage 
with the utmoſt ſigns of Impudence. We alſo find that the public 
' Shows of the Antients were as dreadfully _—_— as they were im- 
"moral. © There (ſays St. Chryſoſftom) they blaſpheme the Name of 
& Gcd, and no ſooner have the Players vented a blaſphemous Ex- 
G preſſion, but a loud Applauſe follows. This is what oblig'd the 
te third Council of com by a Canon to condemn Players as 
« Blaſphemers: Let not the Laicks themſelves be preſent at the 
© Shows, for it has been always unlawful for any Chriſtian to go in- 
« to the Company of Blaſphemers. 
' Now who would not cry down the Stage, if it were fo full of Im- 
morality and Profaneneſs ? There is no need of being one of the Fa- 
thers, the Light of Nature is ſufficient to condemn fo great an Ex- 
ceſs. Thus we read in St. CHE ** That certain Barbarians 
* having heard of thoſe Theat ys, expreſgd themſelves in thoſe- 
& terms worthy of the greateſt orig” ge; viz. 'Tis fit that the” 
« Romans, when they invented this kind of Pleaſures, ſhould be 
&* look'd upon as Perſons who had neither Wives nor Children., And 
Alcibiades among other things is commended for having caſt a gertain 
Comedian, nam*d Eupolis, into the Sea, for being ſo impudent'as to 
repeat ſome infamous Verſes in his preſence, adding at his Puniſh- 
ment this Expreſſion, Thon haſt plung*d me often in the debauche- 
ries of the Stage, and for orice 1 will plunge thee into the depths of 
the Sea. ; . 
You may eaſily perceive, Sir, that all thoſe paſſages out of the Fa- 
thers, and a thouſand others which I could produce out of them a- 
gainſt Stage-Plays, prove nothing againſt the Drama as it now ſtands 
in France. It would be ſuperfluous to ſtand making a Compariſon 
between the one and the other ; I deſire that yo would only take 
notice, that far from weakning the DoQtrrine of St. Thomas, all that 
has been hitherto alledg'd ſerves only to ſtrengthen it : For 'tis only 
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againſt the Exceſs of the Stage that the Fathers appear'd 10 zea 
' whereas if they had found it diveſted of thoſe unhappy Circumſtan- 


” res-which then attended ir, they would have been of St. Thomas's 


. Opinion, and at leaſt have look'd upon it as indifferent. 


I thought it proper to relate all this to you before | yentur*d to diſ- 
cover my own Thoughts on this Subje&t ; and upon thoſe indiſputable 


Principles which I have laid down, I affirm, that in my Judgment, 


Plays in their own Nature, and taken in. themſelves, independent from 
any other Circumſtance whether good or bad; ought to be reckon'd 
among the number of things purely indifferent. Upon due exami- 
nation you will find it to be the Opinion even of Tertullian and St. 
Cyprian, the two who ſeem to declaim moſt againſt the Drama. 

To begin with Tertullian, at the ſame time that he abominates the 
infamy of publick Shows, he ſtarts this Objeftion to himſelf : * God 
« (fays he) has made all things, and given them to men, and conſe- 

< quently they are all good, ſuch as the Circus, Lions, Voices, @c. 
«<< What then makes the uſe of them unlawful ? To this he anſwers, 
"That *tis true, all things were inſtituted by God, but that they 
were corrupted by the evil Spirit : That Iron, for inſtance, is as 
-much God's Creature as Plants and Angels ; that notwithſtanding this, 
God did not make theſe Creatures to be inſtraments of Murder, Poi- 
ſon, and Magick, tho men by their Wickedneſs deprave them to 
thoſe Uſes ; and that what renders a great many things evil, which 
In their own nature are indifferent, -is not their Inſtitution "but Cor. 
Tuption. From hence, if we apply this way of arguing to publick * 
Shows, 'it follows, that conſiderd in their own nature, they are as 
harmleſs as Angels, Plants, and Iron ; but that *tis the evil Spirit 
that has thang'd,” perverted, and ſpoil'd *em. You ſee then that-- 
Tertullian has reckon'd Stage-Plays among indifferent Aftions, and 
that what he condemns in them is only the Exceſs. 

St. Cyprian, ſpeaking of David'sdancing before the Ark, owns that 
there is no harm in dancing or ſinging ; but yet, ſays he, this is no 
excuſe for Chriſtians, who are preſent at thoſe laſcivious Dances and 
tmpure Songs, -which are in honour of Idols, Whence tis eaſy for 
you to infer, that this holy Docor does not abſolutely condemn 
Dancing, Singing, Operas, and Comedies, but only thoſe Shows that 
repreſented Fables after the laſcivious manner of the Greeks and 
Romans, 'and which were celebrated in honour of Idols. This is ' 


- likewiſe St. Bonaventure's Opinion, who ſays expreſly, © That Shows 


«© are good and lawful if they areattended with neceflary Precauti- ' - 
* ons and Circumſtances. The great Albertus his Maſter taught him 
this Dottrine : and the words which I met with upon this Subje& in 
St. Antoninus, Archbiſhop of Florence,are ſo pertinent that I cannot for- 

| bear 
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bear inſerting them here. © The profeſſion of a Comedian (fays 
&« he) becauſe it is aſeful for the Diverſion of men which is requi- 
« ſite, is not forbidden in its own nature: from whence it follows, 
' & that it is no-lefs lawful to get one's Livelihood by this Art, &c. 


And in another place, © Comedy is a mixture of pleaſant Speeches 


« and Actions, for the Diverſion of a mans ſelf, or- for that of a+ 
&« ther. If nothing is mix'd in it either unbecoming, or an Aﬀeront 
« to God, or prejudicial to one's Neighbour, *tis an effe& of that 
&« Virtue which is call'd Zurrapelia; for the Mind which is fatigu'd 


<« by internal Cares, as the —__ by external Labour, has as much 


© need of Repoſe as the Body has of Nouriſhment. This Repoſe 
&« js procur'd by thoſe kind of diverting Speeches and AQtions which 
&« are call'd Plays. Can any thing, Sir, be ſaid of greater weight 
in favour of Comedy ? Yet he who ſays it, is a Man of undoubted 
ſanQity : How comes it to paſs that he does not declaim as loudly a- 
gainſt it, as the Antients did ? *Tis becauſe the Drama grows more 
correct and perfect every day z and I have obſerv'd in reading the 
Holy Fathers, that the,nearer they come to our times, the more fa- 
vourable they are to Plays, becauſe the Stage was not © licentious as 
before. Thus likewiſe we ſee, that it is not prohibited by theSaint of 
our times, the great Francis de Sales, who might without diſpute ſerve 
as a pattern to all Dire&tors. And Fontana de Ferrara in his Inſtitutes 


relates, That the famous Saint, Charles Borromeus, allow'd Stage-Plays 


in his Dioceſs, by an Order in the year 1583. yet upon condition, 
that before they were aQed they ſhould be revis'd and licensd by 
his grand Vicar, for fear any thing which is immodeſt ſhould be in 
them. This pious and learned Cardinal did then allow of modeſt 
Comedies, and condemn'd only the Immodeſt and Profane, as ap- 
pears by the third Council which he held at Alan in the year 
1572, | 

beſide this multitude of Teſtinionies which are in my favour, 
I might likewiſe form a ſtrong Proof taken from the Words and 
Practice of the Holy Fathers in general, and obſerve that thoſe 
who have cry'd out ſo mightily againſt the Stage, have been” as 
violent in declaiming againſt playing at Cards, Dice, &c. They 
have inveigh'd againſt Banquets and Feaſts, againſt Luxury and 
gaudy Drelles, againſt lofty Buildings, magnificent Houſes, rich 
Furniture, rare Painting, &'c. St. Chryſoſtom has whole Homilies up- 
on this Subjet: we find a particular Catalogne of them in the 
Pedagogue of St. Clement Alexandrinus : St. Auguſtin treats very 
largely of them in moſt of his Works, and particularly in his 
Letter to Pofſidonius. St. Cyprian quoted by the ſame St. Au- 
guſtin, St. Gregory, in a word, all the Fathers have warmly de- 
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chim'd againſt the tuxury and richneſs of Apparel ; ſome- 
times exciting us to follow the Example of St. Fobn Baptiſt, who. 
for the. Auſterity of his Life was ſo highly.commended by our $a- 

viour. And yet we find that they did not raiſe ſo many doubts of 
Conſcience in mens Minds upon this ſcore, as they did upon the 

account of Stage-Plays;*and none made a ſcruple either of wear-' 
ing Habits ſutable' to their Quality, nor of living at eaſe, pro- 

vided they did it within the compaſs of Modeſty and Moderati- 

on. Why then ſhould we not extend this Indulgence to Shows, 

and affirm, that as the Reproaches of the Doctors of - the Church 

are applicable to Luxury, Intemperance, and Prodigality, but not. 
to the innocent and moderate uſe of the good things of this Life, 

ſo we may interpret their words of immoral and profane Plays, 

but not of thoſe that do ' not tranſgreſs the Rules of Prudence: 
and Morality ? 

& To prove (ſays Albertus Magnus) that the Scripture does not con- 
& demn Plays, Dancing, and Shows, conſider®d ingly, and without 
<« thoſe offenſive Circumſtances which make-them condemnable ; do 
© not we read in Exodus, That Miriam the © Propheteſs, the Siſter of 
« Aaron, took a Timbrel im her band, and all the Women went out af- 
& ter ber with Timbrels and with Dances, Exod. 15. 20? Does not the 
« Royal Prophet ſay (P/al. 68. 25, 27.) That Benjamin was among 
©.the Damfels who played with Timbrels? Nay, does not God 
* himſelf, by the Mouth of Feremiab, Chap. 31. 4. promiſe the 
& Jews, that upon their return from Chaldee, they ſhould play up- 
«on Timbrels, and go forth in the Dances of them that make 
« merry ? Therefore (concludes Albertus Magnus). Dances and 
« Pleaſures are not in themſelves ſinful or unlawful, but made fo 
«-by the criminal Circumſtances added to them : and I\would not- 
<-enjoin a Penitent to abſtain from them, ſince God | himſelf 
&« not” only permits, but promiſes them. And indeed take away 
the Exceſs. which may poſſibly creep into Dramatick Repreſen- 
tations, and F know no harm in them :_ For *tis a kind of ſpeak- 
ing Picture, wherein are repreſented Hiſtories or Fables for the 
Diverſion, and very often for the Inſtruction of men. 

Hitherto. we find nothing amiſs in the Deſiga of the Stage ; but 
perhaps its enemies will obje&, that 1t muſt needs be bad however, 
becauſe *tis prohibited. L proteſt, Sir, I never yet thought the 
Prohibition of any thing made it ſinful, but on the contrary, that 
the Viciouſneſs of -it made it to be prohibited. But let us conſult 
thoſe places of Scripture which ſeem to forbid Plays, ' and- ſach 
like Shows, and try to explain them,' not as we pleaſe, but by the 
words of the-greateſt Doors. Albertus Magnus, who o_ _— 
e 
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lefted all thoſe Paſſages, ſhall give us 'the Explanation of thetn. 
The firſt which he mentions is that of St. Paul, who. ſeems to re- | 
duce all thoſe Sports to immodeſty ; for the Apoſtle exhorting men 
to avoid that Sin, expreſſes himſelf thus, 1 Cor. 10, As ſome of 
them fell into Impurity, .of whom it is written, The People ſat down . 
to eat and drink, and roſe up to play. The ſecond istaken out of 
Exodus, Chap. 32. where we find that Dances were firſt invented 
before Idols; and by this they proye that *tis an idolatrous Inſtitu- 
tion, to excite men to impurity. The third is that of. Iſaiab, Chap. 3. 
who in the Name of God denounces great Threatnings againſt 
thoſe kind of Sports ; Becauſe the Daughters of Zion are baughty, and 
walk with ſtretched forth Necks, and wanton Eyes, walking and ripping, 
as. they go, and making a tinkling with their Feet : Therefore the Lor 

will _ with a ſcab the crown of - the Head of the Daughters of Zion, &c. 
And laſtly, *tis pretended that St. Paul includes all publick Sights 
in thoſe famous words, 1 Thell. 5. 22. Abſtain from all appearance 
of Evil. But Albertus Magnus returns this Reply to all thoſe Paſſages, 
© That Dancing, &c. which are not in their own nature evil, 
* may becomg ſo by being attended with thoſe unhappy Circum- 
& ſtances whfch St. Pal is to be underſtood to ſpeak of : That *tis 
&« falſe to aſſert that they never danc'd -but before Idols ; and that 
*© it has been done upon other occaſions, witneſs Arian the Siſter 
« of Moſes and Aaron, whom we formerly mention'd : That God 
* by the Mouth of his Prophet, reproves only thoſe impudent Ge- 
<* ſtures, with which the dancing of the Fews was attended. And 
* laſtly, That St. Paul forbids even the appearance of real Evil, and 
© not of that which may become ſo by Accident and bad Circum+ 
© ſtances. 

But you will ſay, If Plays are good in themſelves, why are the 
AQors of them noted with Infamy in Juſtinian's Inſtitutes ? But 
pray let me ask you a Queſtion or two; Does that Soldier ſin who 
runs away in Battel for fear of being killd ? Or does a young Wi- 
dow, who cannot live ſingle, commit a mortal Sin by marrying 
a ſecond Husband before her year is up? and yet the ſame Book 
brands both of them with a note of Infamy, and a thouſand other 
Perſons whoſe- Ations are not criminal. *Tis therefore a ver 
weak Conſequence to prove the ſinfulneſs of an Action, becauſe 
"tis noted as infamcus: Suppoſe it true, that Players were infamous 
by aQing on the- Stage, I would fain know why the Youth of the 
Univerſities, and other Perſons very prudent, and ſometimes of the 
beſt Quality, who for their own Diverſion, and withont ſcandal act 
Parts in Play, are not as infamous as the common Players. I hope 


none. will ſay, *tis becauſe the latter a& to get by it, whereas the 
C 2 others 
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others do it for- their Diverſion, for that is a very wretched Argu- 
ment. Suppoſe any AQion be evil -in it ſelf, what ſignifies it whe- 
ther a Man gets by: it. or no? It will ſtill be evil, and no Circum- 
ſtance can alter its nature: So that as a perjur'd Man, or. a Calum- 
niator, branded with Infamy by. the Law you cited, will be always 
infamous, let them be in what circumſtances ſvever ;: ſo Plays cannot. 
be repreſented- upon. any-occaſion or motive whateyer, without in- 
curring the ſtain of Infamy, which ,you ſay is caſt upon it. But to 
und the meaning of the Laws, 'tis requiſite to have recourſe 
to thoſe DoQtors who have expounded them. Pray ſee what the fa- 
mous Baldus ſays on this Subject 3 © The Players who a@ in a modeſt 
« way, either to divert themſelves or pleaſe others, and who com- 
« mit nothing againſt good Manners, are not to be reputed infamous. 
You perceive then-according to this Commentator, that the Infamy 
falls only on thoſe who a& infamous Plays. , 

Since time changes every thing, Men of Equity ought to conſider 
things.in the time wherein they are. Were not the Phyſicians them- 
ſelves turn'd out of Rome as infamous Perſons? And in the eſteem 
wherein now they are, is there the leaſt ſign of their Infamy re- 
maining ? Why then ſhould any RefleQtion ſtick on ſo ingenious a 
Profeſſion, which in France ( and perhaps elſewhere) is become ra- 
ther the School of Virtue than that of Vice? The reaſon 'why for- 
merly Players were declar'd infamous, was the Infamy ſo predominant 
in the Plays which they ated, and the Infamy which they themſelves 
added to it by their ſhameful way of ating. But now ſince that 
Reaſon is out of doors, without doubt its Conſequences are aboliſh'd-; 
and if any Conſequences are to be drawn from it, *tis that Plays be- 
ing altogether unblameable, thofe who a& them, provided they 
live honeſtly, ought not to be reckon'd among, the number of diſ- 
honourable Perſons. This is ſo far true, that. the being a Player does 
not degrade any Man's Quality. Floridor, who is ſaid to have been the 
greateſt Player France ever had, being a Gentleman by Birth, was 
not judg'd unworthy of that Title upon the account of his Profeſſion » 
And when enquiry was made about the falſe Nobleſs, he was admit- 
ted by the King and Council to make out the truth of his, which by 
right of Inheritance deſcended to his Poſterity. Thoſe of the Opera, 
if. born Gentlemen, by the eſtabliſhment of that Academy of Mu- 
ſick, are not to loſe their Quality : Now are there Prerogatives for 
the one which are not. to be allow'd the other ? And if there be any 
diſtinttion between them, have not all Ages determin'd it in favor 
of Comedy. ſince by the conſent of all Nations, Poetry is the elder - 
Siſter: of Muſick ? | 

Seyerat Doctors (you ſay) or at. leaſt ſach as. pretend to be fo, 
| have- 


(3%) | 
have ſhown you certain Rituals, which forbid the Confeſſors to ad- 
miniſter the Sacraments to Players, which they confirm by the Au- 
thority of ſeveral Councils. To this. I anſwer, That thoſe Rituals, 
and the Canons of thoſe Councils, only mean-it of ſuch Players who 
a& ſcandalous pieces, or who a&_them immodeſtly, But let thoſe 
People tell you what difference they make between Stage-plays and- 
- other kinds of Sports; for as to the Rituals, the Canons, the Coun- 
cils, &'c. they make none, but equally prohibit them all. Yet your 
Doctors who talk ſo loudly of the Fathers and Councils, do not fo 
- ſcrupulouſly follow their Deciſions againſt Gaming and- other Sports. 

. We find that the Abbots, Prieſts, Biſhops and | Eccleſiaſticks make: 
no difficulty of playing, and pretend that all the Cenſures of the- 
Fathers ought to be underſtood of the exceſs in Sports, and not of” 
thoſe which are moderate, and us'd without much application to paſs 
away a little time. Why then ſhould not the ſame thing be-urg'd 
and the ſame Indulgence allow'd in behalf of Plays, fince we find. 
ſuch a Diſpenſation with reſpe& to other Sports? Belides, ſhould you 
ask the Biſhops and Prelates what they think of Plays, they would de- - 
clare, that when they are modeſt, and have nothing in them which-. 
wounds Morality and Chriſtianity, they do'not pretend to cenſure.. 
them. And even if they were filent in the caſe, one may gueſs at. 
their Opinion by their ConduQ, fince in thoſe very Dioceſles where 
thoſe ſevere Rituals are us'd, Plays are acted, tolerated, and perhaps - - 
approv'd, If they are bad, why are they tolerated ? As they are. 
aced at Paris, I ſee no fault in them. *Tis true, I cannot paſs a de-:- 
finitive Judgment upon them, ſince I never go to ſee them : But there 
are three very eaſy ways of knowing what is done at the Theatres, 
and I acknowledg that I have made uſe of all three.. . Thefirſt is to in»: 
form one ſelf of- it by Men of Parts and Probity, who out of that hor--. 
ror they bave to Sin, would not allow themſelves to be preſent at-thoſe - 
ſort of Shows, if ſinful. The next is, to judg by the Confeſſions of-- 
thoſe who go thither of the evil-Effets which Plays produce upon »» 
their Minds. The third is the reading -of the Plays: and I proteſt 
that by theſe ways I have not been able to diſcover the leaſt appea- - 
rance of the exceſs which the fathers with ſo much Juſtice condemn'd -- 
in Plays. A world of People of eminent Virtue, and of a very-nice, . 
not to ſay ſcrupulous Conſcience, have been forced to own to me that 
the Plays on the French Theatre are at preſent ſo pure, that there is--. 
nothing in them which can oifend the chaſteſt .Ear : Every. day at ]. 
Court the Biſhops, Cardinals, and Nuncio's of the-Pope make. no-.. 
ſcruple to be preſent at. them, and it would be no leſs Impudence.. 
than Folly, to conclude that all thoſe great Prelates are profane Li-.- 
Hvertines, {ince they authorize the Crime by: tixir preſence... *Tis ra... 


" - 
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'*ther a ſign that the Plays are fo pure and regular,” that none need he 
aſham'd or afraid to ſee them. I hafe likewiſe ſometimes made a 
. Refleftion (Which to me ſeems of ſome weight.) Upon caſting my 
Eyes on the Bills paſted upat the corners of Streets, wherein all 
manner of -Perſons are invited'to come to the Plays which are acted 
by the King's Authority,” and by his Majeſty's Servants: I thought 
to my ſelf, if they invited People to ſome bad AtQtion, to be in in- 
famous places, @c. *tis certain that the Magiſtrates would be ſo far 
from allowing the publication of thoſe Bills, that they would ſevere- 
ly puniſh the Authors of them, who abus'd the King's Authority, 
by inviting his good Subjefts to the commiſſion of ſuch Enormities. 
Therefore conclu&ed I, *tis plain that Plays are not ſo bad, ſince the 
Magiſtrates do not put them down, nor the Prelates make any oppo- 
- ſition to them, and ſince they a& by the privilege of a religious Prince, 
who would not by his preſence authorize a Crime, of which he 
' would 'be more guilty than others. 

As to Confeſſions, I could never by their means find out this pre- 
tended miſchief of Plays : For if it were the ſource of ſo many Crimes, 
it would from thence follow that the Rich who frequent the Theatres, 
would be the greateſt Sinners ; and yet we find that 'tis pretty equal, 
and that the Poor who never faw a Play are as guilty as the Rich of 
Anger, Revenge, Uncleanneſs, and Pride, I would therefore ra- 
ther conclude, and that with ſome reaſon too, that thoſe Sins are 
the effets of human Weakneſs or Malice, which take ati occaſion of 
-ſinning from all manner of Objeas indifferently. | 

As to the reading of the Plays which are now acted in France, 1 
-never could find in thoſe I have perus'd, any thing which could any. 
ways offend Chriſtianity or good Manners. The greateſt fault that 
can be found in them is, that moſt of the Subjects are taken out of 
Fables; and yet what harm is there in that? © They are ſuch Fa- 
& bles out of which may be taken yery fine Inſtructions of Morality, 
-<& capable of inſpiring Men with a love of Virtue, and a deteſtation 
© of Vice. Theſe are the words of a very great Man ( Peter Biſhop 
of Blois) who maintains, © That 'tis lawful to extra& Truths ont 
« of Heathen Fables, and that 'tis no more than receiving Arms 
« from our very Enemies. 

To leave nothing unreſolv'd, let me examin the Precautions which 
the DoQtors give us in going to a Play. As to the lawfulneſs of the 
Drama, St. Thomas, St. Bonaventure, St. Antonine, and above all 
Albertus Magnus has faid that in all Sports we ought to take care of 
three things. The firſt is, that we ſhonJjd nor ſeek for Pleaſure in 
immodeſt Words or AtQtions, as they did in the times of the An- 
_ tients; an unhappy Cuſcom which Cicero laments in theſe —_ 
\ There 
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There is a kind of jeſting which is ſordid, inſolent,” wicked, and * 
obſcene. The ſecond thing we are to take care of, ſays Albertus, 
is, that when we would refreſh our Spirits, we ſhould not entirely 
loſs the Gravity of the Soul, which gives St.. Ambroſe occaſion to ſay: 
« Let us beware, leſF in giving our Spirits ſome Relaxation, we 
« Joſe the harmony of our Souls, where the Virtaes form an 
« agreeable Conſort. And the third Condition required in our 
Sports, as well as in all the other ACtions of our Lives, is, that they 
be ſutable to the Perſon, Time and Place, and regulated by all the. 
other Circumſtances which may render them inoffenſive. It would 
be eaſy for me to prove that none of theſe Qualifications are wanting 
to the Plays, as they are in France; from whence you ought to con- 
clude that they are good and allowable. 

After all I have ſaid for Plays, you cannot queſtion but they ought 
to be ſuch as are free from all immodeſt Speeches and Actions. . You--. 
have told me your ſelf, that the Players are very careful of this , 
point, and that they would not ſo much as ſuffer, when they accept of 
any piece, that it ſhould have any thing in it indecent, licentious, equi- 
vacal, or the leaſt word under which any -poiſon might be conceal'd. 

We have very ſeyere Laws in France againſt Blaſphemers ; they 
are bor'd through the Tongne, they are condemn'd even to be-- 
burn'd : and ſhould we careſs the Players, or give them any privilege 
if.they were Blaſphemers, Libertines, or Profane ? 

We own, ſay our Reformers, that they dare not openly ſpeak an 
thing. that is profane, nor aC&t upon the Stage thoſe Infamies whic 
were formerly acted there, but there's ſtill ſomething remaining of 
its primitive Corruption diſguisd under gay Names. Is there an 
Play ated now, where there is not ſome Love-intrigue or other ? 
where the Paſſions are not Tepreſented in all their light? and - 
where mention. is not made of Ambition, Jealouſy, Revenge and 
Hatred ? A dangerons School for Youth, where they are eaſily diſ- 

gd to raiſe real Paſſions in their Hearts by ſeeing feign'd ones re- 
preſented }. The firſt Duty of a Chriſtian is to ſuppreſs his Paſſions, . 
and not to expoſe himſelf to the growth of them ; and by a neceſſa«,, 
ry-Conſequence, nothing is more pernicious than that which is: capa 
ble of exciting them. 

A fine Speech this for a rigid Declaimer, but not ſound enovgh for. + 
an equitable Divine ! Is there no difference, think ye, between an + 
Action or a Word which may by accident raile the Paſſions, and thoſe 
which do it in reality ? | 

The laſt are abſolutely unlawful and ſinful ; and tho it might hap- + 
" pen that a Man might be unmov'd by them, yet we are oblig'd to - 
avoid them, becauſe *tis only by chance that they. produce not _ p 

eſfeQ,..:. 
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 effe&, whereas intheirown nature they are always attended -with 


pernicious Conſequences. But for thoſe Attions- and Words which 
may by accident raiſe the Paſſions, we cannot juſtly condemn them ; 


and we muſt even fly to Deſarts to avoid them; for we cannor 


walk a Step, read a Book, enter a Church, -or live in the World, 
without meeting with a thouſand things capable of exciting the Paſ- 
fions. Muſt a Woman becauſe ſhe is handſom never go to Church, 
+ for fear of exciting the Luſt of a Debauchee ? Mult the Great in 
Courts, and the Magiſtrates lay aſide that Splendor which is becom- 
ing, and perhaps neceſſary to them, for fear of exciting Ambiti- 
on, anda defireof Riches in others ? Muſt a man never wear a Sword 


for fear of being guilty of Murder ? This would be ridiculous : and ' 


tho by misfortune a Scandal happen, and an occaſion of ſinning be 
taken, tis a Paſſive, not an AGive Scandal, (pardon thoſe School- 
'terms) *tis an Occaſion taken, not given, which kind alone we are 
order'd to avoid ; for as to the firſt, *tis impollible to avoid it, 
and ſometimes, to foreſee it. | 

All Hiſtories (not excepting the Bible) make uſe of ſuch words 
as expreſs the Paſſions, and relate great Aftions of which they have 
"been the Cauſe. And will it be a Crime to read Hiſtory, becauſe 
we may there meet with ſomething which may be an occalion of our 
falling ? By no means, unleſs it be a ſcandalous, profane and looſe 
Hiſtory, ſuch a one as dogs infallibly ſtir up dangerons Paſlions, and 
then *tis no longer an occaſion taken, but given. But this is not the 
CharaQter of our Plays; for tho they ſpeak of Love, Hatred, Am- 
bition, Revenge, and the-like, tis not done with an Intention of 
exciting thoſe kinds of Paſſions in the Audience; nor are there any 
ſuch ſcandalous Circumſtances in them, as will infallibly produce 
ſuch miſchievous Effetts in their Minds, Belides, as the wiſe Lycurgus 
faid, Shall we deſtroy all the Vines, becauſe ſome men get drunk 
with the juice of the Grape? An ill uſe has and may be made of the 
moſt Sacred things, ſuch as are the Holy Scriptures, and conſequent- 
ly of the moſt indifferent and leaſt ſerious : yet neither the one nor 
the other ought to be forbidden, unleſs we would forbid every thing 
that may be put toan ill Uſe. 

As to the ſecond Qualification which our Caſuiſts require in Sports, 
which is to avoid breaking the Harmony of the Soul by the exceſs 
and length of our Pleaſures; it may be ſaid, that neither thoſe who 

o to Plays, nor thoſe who compole them, nor thoſe who a& them, 
' ſo far unbend their Minds, as to deſtroy that juſt diſpoſition of Soul. 
As for the firſt, they have'their Liberty to go or ſtay away ; and af- 
ter a days Labour, two Hours of Refreſhment may be allow'd. As 
for the Authors and Players, whoſe Profeſſion ſeems to. be one conti- 


nued 
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ed Direrſion, do not certainly look apon their Lives to bea Play? 
ry we ye ſcrious Buſineſs in their Familics, belides the 
common Duties of Chriſtians to perform. | 7 

As for the circumſtance of Time, of which our Caſuiſts would 
have us take care, it is obſerved in France, where never a& but 
at proper Hours. One of the things againſt which the Fathers de-- 
claim'd the moſt was, the time of aQting the Plays ; they laſted the 
whole day, and People had ſcarce any time to go to Church.” Thus 
St. Cbryſoſtom complains; ** That the Chriſtians in his time; and 
<« in his Dioceſs, did not only go to Plays, but were ſo intent up- 
©« on them that they ſtaid whole days at thoſe infamous Sights, 
« without going one moment to Church. St. Fobn of Damaſcus 
condemn'd the ſame Exceſs, in theſe words, © There are feveral 
* Towns where the Inhabitants are from morning to night Feaſt. 
<« ing their Eyes with all manner of Sights, and in hearing always 
« immodeſt Songs, + which cannot chuſe but raiſe in their Minds 
« wicked Deſires. Is there any thing to be found like this in our 
Plays? They begin at five or ſix'a Clock, when Divine Service is: 
over, the Prayers -and Sermon ended ; when the Church Doors are 
ſhut, and- People have had time enough to. beſtow on Buſineſs and 
Devotion ; and they end about eight or nine.” - ' * 

As for the Circumſtance of Places, *tis obſerv'd in France ; for 
whereas formerly they ated in Churches, now they have publick 
Theatres for the purpoſe. Ty 

The Circumſtance of the Perſons is alſo obſerv'd, for thoſe who 
Ac are civil People, who have undertaken the Employ, and gene- 
rally behave themſelves in it with Decency ; at leaſt there are as 
few ill Men among them, as in other Profeſſions : their Vice ariſes 
from their own corrupt Nature, and not from the State or Calling 
they are in, ſince all are not like them. I have convers'd, and 
am particularly acquainted with ſome of them, who out of the 
Theatre, and in their own Families, live the moſt exemplary Life 
in the World: and you have told me your ſelf, that all of them 
in-general, out of their common Stock, contribute a conſiderable 
Sum to pious and charitable Uſes; of which the Magiſtrates and 
Superiors of the Convents could give ſufficient Teſtimony. - 1.que« 
ſtion whether we can ſay as much of thoſe zealous Perſons who in- 
veigh ſo loudly againſt them. 

I am conſcious, Sir, that ſome People will blame me for having fol- 
low*d the moſt frrecrelily Opinion concerning Plays; for 'tis now 
the Faſhion to teach an Auſtere Dodrine, and not to prattiſe it : 


but I aſſure you I have wholly been governd by Truth, wiſhing ill 
| D to 


| (xvi) * | 
to obſerve that Father's Rule who direQts ns to form our A&ions 
by the moſt ſevere Opinions, and- our- DoQrine by the "moſt indul- 
gent. I am, | | 
| SIR, Yours, @c. 


Y tbis . judicious Diſſertation, you may find your whole defire ſatisfi- 
ed : You ſee be bas brought the Schoolmen to ſpeak in favour of the 
Drama, and'bas explain'd the Inveives of the Fathers againſt it, ſo as 
to make them on its' ſide. He bas anſwer'd the moſt material ObjeGions 
which can be brought againſt the Stage, and . given very neceſſary Precau- 
tions to ſuch as go to the Play-bouſes : Toi perceive *tis a French Divine *, 
[ Father Caffaro, Brother to the Duke' of —] one of the Romiſh Religion, 
who bas given us- bis Thoughts in this Letter.; and "tis in bebalf of the 
Plays ated in France that be has bere argu'd. But were be to ſee our 
Engliſh Stage be would never ſay 'ſuch fine things of it ; unleſs be ſaw it 
ſtocks only with Plays and Entertainments, innocently Diverting, and ftri&- 
ly Moral ;, as thoſe which you bave bitherto ſo ſucceſsfully publiſh'd, are 
generally allow'd to be. BT 

Give me leave before I conclude, to thank you for the ſaght of your 
Beauty in Diſtreſs, which I' aſſure you F rracts me ſo much in the read- 
ing, that I ſcarce imagin bow it can yield greater ſatisfa#ion to thoſe that 
ſee it Aed, Were it. not for offending you, I might juſtly enlarge my 
ſelf in its Commendation ;, but I forbear, fince a peruſal of it will give an 


| Idenof it much above what can be ſaid by, 
- SIR, 
; Your real Friend to 
ſerve you 


Y CCS” EE 
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* See Journal des Scavans, Paris. Hiſtoine des Ouyrage des Scavans, Roterdam [; 
& Ocuvres de Bourlaylt. 
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To my Friend, the AUTHOR. 


2 'I'S hard, my Friend, to write in ſuch an Age; 
As damns not only Poets, but: the 

That ſacred Art, by Heav'm it ſelf infus'd, 

Which Moſes, David, Salomon have us'd, 

Is now to be no more':- The Muſes Foes 

Wou'd fink their Maker's Praiſes into Proſe, 

Were they :content to prune the laviſh Vine : 1: » 

Of ſtraggling Branches; and improve: the Winey': - ; ,1*/ 

Who but a mad Man'wou'd his Faultsdefend ? 1 

All wou'd. ſubmit; for all but Fools will mend; | 

But, when to common ſetſe they give the: Lie, 

And turn diſtorted Words to Hnipheanyy , m4 din it oO 

They give the Scandal 3 and the Wile diſcern {7 10 If 

Their Glofles' teach'an Age too-apt to earns 7 

What I have looſly, or profanely- writ, - | obey (1 

Let them to Fires (their due deſert) commit. © 

Nor, when accus'd by me, let chews complain: 

Their Faults and not. their. FunQtion T arraign. 

Rebellion, worſe than Witchcraft, they purſu'd: 

The Pulpit preach'd the Crime; the People ru'd. 

The Stage was'filenc'd: for the Saints wou'd ſee 

In fields perform'd their plotted Tragedy. ; 

Bur let us firſt reform : and then ſo Hve, 

That we may teach our Teachers to forgive. 

Qur Desk be plac'd below their lofty Chairs, 

Ours be the PraQtice, as the Precept theirs. 

The moral part at leaſt we may divide, 

Humility reward, and ouniſfPPride: | 

Ambitioo, Int*reſt, Avarice accule: 


Fheſe are the Province of the Tragic Muſe. 
D 2 Theſe 
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(Evil) -- 369 
Theblef thas chofin; and the public Voice ' 


Has equal'd thy gray” with thy choice; - 

Time, AQion, are ſo preſerv'd by thee Pj 

That ev'n Corseille, might with cavy ſee 

ay Alliance of his. tripled Vaity. d | 
hy Incidents, perhaps, too thick are ſown ; 

'\ But too much Plenty is thy fault alone : 

| At lea o, can that good Crime commit z. 

/ Thoy in Deſign, and Whyecherley in Wit.. 


/ Let y own Gasls condemn thee if they. dare ;. 


Conteated to be thinly regular. 

Born there,. but not for them, our fruitful Soil 

With more Increaſe rewards. thy happy Toil.. 

Their Tongue infeebled, is refin'd:ſo. much, 

Thar, like pure Gold, it bends at ev'ry touch: 

Our ſturdy Teton, yet will Art obey, 

More fir for manly ay though t, and. ſtreagthen'd with _ 

But whence art thou pir'd, and: Thou _—_ 

To flouriſh in an Idiom, not thine own ? 

It moves our wonder, nie Goole 

| —_— —_— Hoy moſt, and match the beſt. 
—_— y. Deſerts I wron 

Here ings the —_ our ongue: 

Words, once- my ſtock, are wanting:to commend; 

S0 Great a Poet, and fo Good a Friend. | 


JOHN DRIDBN. 


þ 
| 
| 
| 


PRO LO G [T E 


Enter a Player. 


an Accident, there can be no Prologue ſpoke 20 day ; but —_— 
will begin imme "= | 

Mr. Bowen, 's that? No Prologue? go, this muſt not be; * 

PT] rather ſpeak one now __— 4, 

Stay : How ſhall I begin? ———1 have it now —— 

Gafants! _— Hold ! 1 forgot to make my Bow: [ Bows... 

| vgg n= Gun Author —— Ay, that*s well : | 

Our Author—To0——For——hold, I can't goon: 

This Modeſty does ely balk a Man. 

Why ſhould I ſtrive to P theſe Tragic Actors ? 

*em, they make you dull, like any Do&ors. 

Well, if for nothing but grave Stuff youre all, 

I too will rant, and toſs my m_ 

Till from the Battlements of yon" bigh Wall / _— 

The Mob look pale to ſee me look ſo red. | 
But what I fay next? _—— O! Stay, Pve got 7 

Fhe Epilogue ; PIl ſpeak it now. - Why not ? 

More Poet-Bays than one, when all things fail, 

Torn thus.the Tail to Head, and Head to Tail. - 

I hate Re _—_ i _— —_— 

Begging for Mercy, when you've damn'd the Play? 

Prompter, take th' Epilogne,” and prompt me right ; 

We're always damn'd imperfeQ the ſt night. [The Prompter takes'a *. 

' Prompter. . You've ſeen the Play.- Paper from bins, and--i 
Mr. Bo. How's that ? retires to prompt. 

Prom. You've ſeen the Play; 

Mr. Bo. You've ſeen the Play ! Why, that wort do'? But ſtays". 

We let that paſs; if you bp ſeen't, you may... 

What's next? * 
Prom. - You think 
Mr. Bo. You think. your time-mifpent z 

Byt know, *twas ſtudied to be play'd in Lent 3 : 


A\ 


( paid } 


A time when ſome of you ſo nice were grown, 


Y' abſtain'd from ev'ry. kind of Eleſh, but.cne..........._...- 


You Topers, leaving iy to grow devour, 

Got only drunk ITDS » Pu and Seo, (7 

Nay ev'n we Pick nots, ly neither, _/ 

. Faſted the week, that none we you came hither. 

But that's no Faſt to what poon-Poets fear. 

If his Play*s damn'd, he keeps Lent all the year. 

Now: you, inſtead of faſting, went to | SEL 

To race, cock; bet; and. lofe by Stoff-Dich ws New Autry t 
While drooping here we did your Loſs condole;. a 
Tugging with Yiva viva Barbacole. 

So we laid this Play by, when you: were. gone, - 

- For you Sparks now to mortify upan z ld oC 

You know a Reformation's co on. 

Then bear thefe moral Scenes wi Reſignation, , 


\T*inure you to be ween'd from: acl ApeuciegE: 1 23nzt i 


The EPILOGUE,. |. * 


Spoken by Mes. Brazegirale, 


Oy?n ning and ſtabbing you bave ſeen me ſcape, 
P And, what you think no mighty. thing, a Rape e 
But can poor Poet ſcape, like richer Drudges, 

The dreadful Votes 0 ' bis+five bundred Judges 2 
He has no Epilogue. ; ſhall be do ? 

FPas ſent me a Petition here for you. 

That's it Cry" Mercy ! That's a Billetdoux. 


[ Shepulls our a Paper, and pars it up in haſte; then pulls our a Petition, and reads it, ] 


Reads, To you great Wits, dread Critics, niceſt Beaux ! 
, Gay Sparks with borrow'd Wit, and Masks, with borrow?d 
You, 'who to chat or ogle fill yond* Benches, [Clothes ! 
Or tempt with Love ou, modeſt Orange Weaches ! R 
Rakes, 


_ 


—_ Rakes, Chckol 
Reads, The ax 


__. "'Fas'choſe to: = your to wives: waa gf] 
For well he knows, that. es ,you frcgive. 
Then ſpare-theſe'Scenes, and ler all People uy 
Flags may be:likd;\yet. grave and moral be. 
Seem- pleas'd and edifd-te:goaway, 
And your Petition fat never pray — 
Without A his Thind day. 
Here eds the Seri 
Now, Sirs, I'4 p what you ol bave him ask ? 
As for you'Rikes, * bas no-uneaſy Task, & 
es ine for you, yp. and a Mask. 
And for you, Masks, ſt5ll in your Pray'rs—— but 
Who ever new @ Vicard" Mack to pray My, 
For Cits, be ſbowd .ask Trade ; For Courtiers, Places ; | 
For Squires, more Wit ; -and for you, Beaux, more Graces, 
Kind truſting Taylors, Aw OUIg6s and new' Faces ; 
Lnd for you, Fookeys, bet 'at Races - 
For Sharpers wealtby Ptbles, and much Play ; 
For Souldiers, no _ fighting, and full Pay. 
But *twere1n vainto ev'ry Head, 
I gueſs'a Potts Prayxs are' quickly ſaid ; 
He ſeldom prays but to avoid bis Curſe, 
Ain empty Play-bouſe,. and an empty Purſe. 
Yet, Ladies, for your Soles Ours chiefly prays : 
You make a a, and ery Spirit raiſe. 
Grace this spring of bis Fragic Vein 
With one Dl that's bis- moſt valuwd Gain. 


Dramatis Perſone. 
ME N.. 


Mir. Betterton. Don V INCENTIO diſguis'd like a 
Black, by the Name of MOR AT, 
In love with Placentia. 
Mr.Yerbruggey. RICARDO, in love with Placentia, 
contracted. to: Lawa. - 
Mr. Kynefton. D. FERDINAND Governor of Lisbon. 
Mr. Hodgſon. D. FABIANO. his Son in love with 
Placentia. 
Mr. Arnold. ZEMET, a Black, Yincentio's Servant. 
| Captain of a Brigantine. | 
His Lieutenant, | 
Two Monks.  Bravoes, © | Sailors. | 
Guards. Servants. 


WW OMEN. 


. Mrs. Berry, LAURA a Widow Lady, privately 
. contracted to' Ricardo. 
Mrs. Bracegirale, PLACENTIA. 
Mrs. Moore. MORELLA. 
Mrs. Prixe. MELINDA. 
Laxra's two Children, Women, exc. 


— 
SCENE 
An Antichamber in D. Ymcentio's Houſe in Lisbon. 


The Time of Aion from 5 to- 8 in the Evening. 


Beauty in Diſtreſs : 


TRAGEDY. 


ACT L 


The Scene throughout the Play is an Anti Chamber. 


D— 


Enter Vincentio i## a Mooriſh-Dreſs, his Skin black'd over, 
aſſuming the Name of Morat. Zemet hi Servant. 


Mor. H ! poor Vincentio, alter'd more by Paſlions (thee? 
Than by this new Diſguiſe, whonow cou'd know 


Thou'rt grown a Stranger to thy very ſelf. 
*Tis hr a Year ſince I fled "rh Afric ; 
But oh! how Sorrow, Sickneſs, and Fatigue, 
And moſt my anxious Love, fince that, have chang'd me. 
I doubt I wear this borrow'd Black and Dreſs 
Rather to try Placentia, thus unknown, 
Than to reclaim and fave my wicked Brother. 
Zemet. You're but too kind to him, my Lord. TI hear, 
That when a fatal Duel forc'd you hence, 
He ſtab'd the Friend who ſtrove to get your Pardon, 
To hinder your Return. 
Mor. With what unnat'ral Joy, he, in the Morning, 
Heard us confirm the Tidings of "7 Death ! 
Zem, My Lord, if he's as wicked as he's thoughe, 


"Twou'd have been ill in him to have done better. 
E | Ba 
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Bad Men ſtill a& themſelves in ev'ry thing that's bad, 


And are not to be blam'd for barb'rous Actions, 
More than the Beaſts of Prey for Cruelty : 
Nor is it for their Vices, but their Natures, 
We ſhou'd deſtroy 'em both. 
Mor. Yes, he's my Shame ; 
But ſtill my Brother ; therefore yet a while 
Let Lisbon think'me dead, as I'm reported. 
In this Diſguiſe I thought fit ro confirm it; - 
For, ſhou'd they think I live, the King wou'd never 
Grant him his Pardon for Don Carls's Mutther. - 

Zem. It ſeems be's ſure of it, for he has lefc 
The Sanctuary, and lords it in your Houſe. 

Mo. Upon the conficmation/of my Death, 
The King has fign'd the Warrant for his Pardon ; 
So to prevent th* Extinion of our Name, 

Which Royal Gratitude ſtill makes him value. 
Then let him revel, till the Seals are paſt, 

As a ſole Brother in my large Eſtate ; 

That done, I will revive, a ſevere check 
On all his future Life. 

Zem. I wiſh yours be ſecure, my Lord! 
Tools of Deſtruction ſtill ſtand ready preft 
To a bad hand, and Murther watches ſure. 
Then, give me leave to fear. 

Mo. Tl keep Prevention's Eye upon the Watch; 
But I diſdain to fear. For Death muſt come, 
And 'tis no matter when : Once in the Grave, 
Long Life and ſhort are both become the ſame. 


Death levels all : Age, Beauty, Wealth, and Titles,” 


Lye undiſtinguiſh'd, huddled up together, 
And none complain of what, or when, or how. 
Oh! I cou'd wiſh my Duſt with thy dead Parents 
Lay blended in one Urn on Africk's Shore, 
Rather than languiſh thus in hopeleſs Love, 
And ſee my Father's Glory 
Turn ruſty in this Brother. 
Zem. Ah! my Lord, 
That ruſts not, ſince it ſhines ſo bright in you. 
Mor. - Zemet, no more. I here expect Placentia ; 
This is her way from Chappel 


See, ſhe comes. — Withdraw. [ Exit Zemet. 


She comes; and weeps for me, 
For the falſe News I brought her. - Cruel Fate, 
Deal me leſs Pity, and ſome Love —— 


% 


Entar 


*® > 


Enter Placentia Weeping. 


Mor. to himſelf.) I ſhiver | 

How my Heart beats! Ev'n thro? this hue, I fear, 
She'll read my Soul's Diſorder = Now TI burn. 
Let Love be drawn no more with golden Darts, 
But arm'd with Fires : I feel him in my Veins. 
How ſhall I ſpeak ? , 

Plac. Oh! gen'rous Don Vincentio, 

As ſoon ſhall I forget my ſelf as thee. 

Me. aſide.) Now, y my Love, there's Life in that kind Sorrow ; 
It bids me hope, and ſpeak. 

To her. ] Why, Madam, will you laviſh thus your Tears 
On my dead Friend ? He nere cou'd gain your Love; ' 
Yet, if departed Souls ſee things on Earth, | 
Placentia is Vincentio's preſent Obje, 

And not one Tear ſhe ſheds but he muſt prize 

At a much greater Value than his Life. 

Plac. Can I do leſs than weep for that brave Lord ? 
Oh! Sir, you were a Stranger to his worth. 

Mor. No, Madam; none cou'd know Vincentio better 
Than did Morat ; and you will think ſo too, 

When I relate ſome Paſſages he told me. 

He ſaid, you were the Cauſe of all thoſe Sighs 
He had betray'd fo often, and I pitied ; 

He ſaid, ſuch Beauty and ſuch Cruelty 

Ne're met in one before; and yet methinks 

Your Tears and Sorrow contradict his Words — 
Aſide. If I talk long, I ſhall betray my ſelf. 

Plac. Since my belt Lord (for fo I always call'd him) 

Made you no Stranger to thoſe humble Thoughts, 

The only Blemiſh of his noble Lite, 

I will a little clear that paſſage to you =-—— 

His Vertuous Mother, for what Cauſe I know not, 
Took me from humble Birth, to breed me as her Child. 

Mor. Madam, - he told me this, and that his Mother 
Had made your Fortune equal to her Daughters ; 
Commanding him to {ee you nobly married, or a Nun. 
But Love, he ſaid, doubled that Pious Charge, 

And he n&er wiſh'd for any Wife but you. 
Oh! why did you refuſe to make him happy ? 

Plac. To clear my felf to you, Fl tell you that 
Which ſhou'd not be reveal'd, were he ſtill living, 

' BD 2 |; Ar. 
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Mor. aſide. ] Now I begin to tremble. 
Plac. His Mother found out that unhappy Love ; 
And, leſt it ſhou'd diſhonour his great Name, 
Taught me t'obey him, as my Lord and Brother ; 
But charg'd me, as I tender'd Heav'n, my Soul, 
Her Memory, or any Thing that's Sacred, 
I ne're ſhou'd marry him. 
Mor. afide.] Oh! Patience Heav'n ! 
Plac. "This was her daily, and her laſt Requeſt ; 
And, that I might Religiouſly perform it, 
Reſolving with my ſelf a ſingle Liſe, 
I folemnly did ſwear, Never to wed above my humble Birth. 
Mor. aſide.) *T'will be in vain to live after this Story. 
Oh! Mother----you mix'd the worſt of Curſes with that Breath 
That gave your wretched Son his lateſt Blefling. 
Plac. You're ſtrangely mov'd ! —— But fee Ricardo! 
I wou'd ſhun him. . 


Enter Ricardo. Servants after him. 


Ric. You were my Brother's Servants; I diſmiſs. you—— 
PJacentia, ſtay. ; 

Serv. My Lord, our Wages. 

Ric. Do Men like me pay Wages ? 

Serv. My Lord 

Ric. Falk with my Steward ! hence ! Be gone ! | Ex. Servants. 
Well, Madam ? 

Plac. My Lord. 

Ric. So ſcornful ſtill ! I will no longer bear it: 

Pla.afi.] How Idread his vile Love, ſince now he's Maſter here! 

Ric. How now, Morat ? What, you've been talking now 
Of my dead Brother, and the Creature weeps. 

"Tis true, the humble Fop indulg'd her Pride 
Witch honourable Love, tho” till ſhe ſcorn'd him. 

Me..afi. | Hold! Patience yet! Thus moſt Heirs treat the Dead. 
To Ric.] My Lord, I was your Brother's worthleſs Friend, 
And know how much he did efteem this Lady, 

As [ believe, not without due defert. 

Ric. Oh, dull Aorat! thou dolt not know this Trifle ; 
Thou art a Moor, and look'tt on outward Toys, 
Fine Cloaths and Jewels ; why, theſe Things are mine; 
'E1l ſtrip her of 'em all, if ſhe conſents not 
To yield to my Embraces. 

Atr. My Lord, I fancy *tis not in your Power. 
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Ric. Hark you, Morat ; I fuffer'd you my Houſ: 
For the good News this Morning you confirm'd. 
But ne're believe I made you of my Council. 
Mor. No; if you had, I ſhou'd adviſe you better 
Than thus to forfeit all your Houſe's Honour 
By moſt ignoble Attions. 
Ric. How's this, Slave ? 
Mo. By all my former Honour, that Name Slave, 
Did not you ſhare your noble Brother's Blood, 
Shou'd coſt the deareſt Drop about your Hearr. 
Ric. Sure, he's run mad——Out of my Houſe, thou Frenzy, 
Mor. T will not ſtir. 
Your Brother made me Joynt-Executor 
With this fair Lady ; I'll ſoon prove his Will, 
And till I've ſeen it all perform'd, I'll tay. 
Ric. You mean, till th* Inquiſition ſeizes you. 
Do you not, Moor ? you two Executors ! 
Mor. Laugh not too faſt, my Lord : Your Inquiſition ' 
Can't fright me; for tho' my Compledtion's black, 
My Soul is white and Chriſtian, which, I fear, 
The Holy Font has not made yours. 
Ric. Inſolent Slave ! who waits! what hoa! not one 
Of my new Train to rid me of this Moor ? 
Nay, then I'll do't my elf. 
[ Draws, Mor. cloſes with him, and diſarms him, 
Mor. Inhoſpitable Wretch ! 
Plac. Hold! help! help! 
Mor. Here, take your Sword, and put it up, proud Lord, 


But oh ! inſult no further, if you'd live. 
| Gives him back his Sword, 


Enter Servants and ZLemet, 


Ri. aſide.) Diſarm'd ! and by a Moor! But he's not worth 
A ſecond Danger. I've ſome truſty Brayo's, 
Who ſafely ſhall correct his Infolence. 
To his Servants.) Hence, Slaves! there's now no need of you. 
Exeunt Servagys and Z<met, 
Mor. My Lord, yet think from what great Stock you ſprung. 
And how a Nobleman ſhou'd keep that Name : 
*Tis not to be preſerv'd by dead Mens Actions ; 
You muſt have living Vertues, or 'tis loſt 
Come, I perceive that you atrend with ſhame 


My too ſevere Reproof, and I repent it; 
Og P a TIL 
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Til leave you to repent too for the Cauſe. 

Madam, ſome other Time I'll wait on you. [Exit Morat. 
Pla. afide, LA brave good Man, well worth Vincencio's Friend- 
and going. (ſhip! 
Ri. Stay, ſcornful Thing. 

Pla. I muſt not. 
Rj. Muſt not ? 
Pla. No — you've forfeited at laſt all the Reſpe& I ow'd you. 
Ri. Yes, you ſhall ſtay : T'll know what you've been hatching, 

That I'm thus brav'd with a forg'd Will. *Tis vain: 

Your Reign is out ; The Fool my Brother's dead, 

And I'll command what hitherto I begg'd, 

You're now my Ward, my Prifoner if I pleaſe: 

You're not in thoſe cold Climes, where Maids and Wives 

Rove where they pleaſe, as ſhameleſs as unqueſtion'd, 

To wrong the dull contented Herd of Men. 

If you'll be paid my Mother's Legacy, 

That laviſh Gift, a Portion for a Princeſs, 

Your proud pretended Vertue laid aſide, 

Meet my Embraces —_ to morrow, 

Or ſoon by* Force you ſhall. Till then think of it. 

Pla. T'll think on Daggers for the Raviſher, 

To cool his Fires, or ſave my ſelf from ſhame. 

Yes, ev'n the fam'd Lucretia I'll out-vye ; 

Not let the Tarquin force the .brutal Joy, 

But kill him firſt, or with my Honour dye. Y Exit Placen. 
R;j. Thou fir'{t me fo, that for Revenge 

IT cou'd-— I cou'd even marry thee, young Fury. 

But at a cheaper Rate I'll eaſe my Rage: 

She and my Siſters harden, one another 

In rigid Coyneſs, and in hate'of me, 

" But they ſhall Wed, and leave this Houſe to morrow z 
Then by Wiles, Threats,” or Force, I'll deal with t'other. 
Who waits ? 


Enter Servant, 


Serv. My Lord ! 
Ric. Call both my Siſters. 
Serv. Yes, my Lord. [ Exit Servant. 
Ric. I muſt prepare 'em to receive new Lovers ; 
Tho' now few Women need ſuch Preparations. 


Enter 


Enter Morella and Melinda. 
Ric. Still weeping ! 


D* you youre at my good Fortune ? Come, I've gor 


youy asbands for you ; That, I take ro be 
The fureſt way to dry a Virgin's Tears. 


To morcow Don Fabiano ſhall be yours, 
Morella; and Don Paulo yours, Melinda. 
Mel. afide.} His lewd Friend Paulo! 
Morel. Fabiano! poor Placentia's Lover | * 
Ric. What, Dumb ? Arethey not Noble, Rich, and Young? 
Mare. Oh! Let us hear of nothing, Sir, but Grief. Pp 
Alas! we cannot even think of thoſe 
My Brother's Choice deſign'd us once for Husbands. 
Ric. You need not : For, their hopes, like him, muſt dye. 
No more——Compoſe your Looks to meet my Friends. 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. Don Ferdinand, My Lord, is juſt a lighting 
Ric. aſide. The Governor! He brings his Son Fabiano ! 
I'll meet him— Siſters ſtay till I return. [ Exit Ric. and Serv. 
Aorel. Oh! diſmal News! now we indeed are wretched. 
Compleatly wretched. Alas poor Vincentio | 
How ſoon we feel thy Loſs, thou beſt of Brothers ! 


Enter Placentia. 


Plac. Dear Orphan Ladies, let us mingle Sorrows. 
Alas, I'm an unhappy Orphan too. 

Like you, methinks, I mourn a Brother's Loſs, 
And what's yet more, a Friends. 

Morel. A Friend's indeed ! alas, my Dear, I doubt 
Your Tears, like ours, will flow from ſeveral Springs. 
I'm bid to wed to morrow your Fabiano. 

Plac. Hah ! But why am I ſtartled and diſorder'd? 
.Tho', to my Soul's eternal dear Diſquiet, 

We love each other, ev'n to meer Diſtraction, 
My hopes are loſt, for I muſt keep my Vow. 
I wiſh a mutual Love might link your Fates. . 

Morel. Oh! wiſh not this, my , my Heart is fix'd:; 
Don Philip, or a Cloyſter. 


Enter 


> 


Exter Don Ferdinand, D. Fabiano, Ricardo. 


Plac. Fabiano, with his Father! Oh my Heart ! 
I muſt not ſtay ; yet I am rooted here. 

Ric. Siſter Morella, let my Lord be us'd 
As his great Merit, and my Choice deſerve. 

Ferd. you ſcorn Ignoble Love! See there your better Fate. 

Ri. a , , "1. *1 . 

- = y CLer s not ſeem = obſerve'em, while he whiſpers 
His firſt Love-Complement. All Infancies are baſhful, 

And that of Love is moſt. 

Pla.afide.] Amazement! ſure he loves her! how they whiſper ! 
What do I feel? *tis more than Love; 'tis Jealouſie, I fear. 
Am I then Jealous? What, of him I'd loſe ? 

I will not : Sure he came in hopes to ſee me. 
Away, curſt Jealoufie ! Thou needleſs Phyſick, 
That turn'ſt our Health to voluntary Sickneſs, 

I daſh thee from me like a Poyſon—— yet I will look. 

Mel. afide to Plac.] My Dear, you're Jealous ? 

6 at all--yet I muſt gaze--F'm rack'd--I cannot bear it. 


afide. Exit Placentia. 
Mel, afide.] T muſt follow her. [ Exit Mel. 


Ferd. What's that bright Viſion which now ſhot from hence, 


Swift as a Star ? 

Ric. A falling one, a glaring fatal Meteor, 
The worthleſs Creature of my Mother's Favour, 
Her Fortune ample, but her Birth unknown. 

Ferd. "Tis a fair Deſtruction ! 

I bluſh to own P've heard my Son was dazled 

By her deluding Beams. This made me haſten 

To fix him quickly in a nobler choice : 

Which was my Motive to demand your Siſter 

When I engagd to get your Pardon ſign'd. 

Fa. afide to Morel. ] Madam, you know the tye upon my Heart, 

The longings of my Soul, Placentia's Love : 

My Truſt in your kind Pity brought me hither, 

Which all my Father's Threats cou'd ſcarce have done. 

Then let's retire, ſince by your gen'rous Suff*rance 

I may ſee her once more : For, if I ſtay, 

I ſhall a& Love ſoill, it will betray us. [Ex. Fa. and Morel. 
Ric. Shes his, My Lord: The Conqu'ror leads his Prize. 
Ferd. aſide. | Now, as I love bright Honour, this ſight charms me, 

And makes my Age, in ſpight of Time, run back. 

"Tis 
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" Tis true, this Lord has dimm'd his Houſe's Glory; 

But now I hope 'rwill clear. High Birth, tho' clouded 
With faſhionable Vices, will at , 
Exert it ſelf and ſhine. 

Enter a Servant to Ricardo. 

Ser. My Lord, a Lady in a Veil deſires to ſpeak with your Lord- 

Fer. My Lord, I'll leave you, and in an Hour return. (ſhi 

Ri. Your Lordſhip's Servant—— | Ex. Ferd. and Serwant. 
To bis Ser. ] Condudt the Lady in —— | 
I fear *tis Laws— But why ſhou'd I fear ? 
She's kind, ſhe's fair— But oh! I'm bound to wed her; 
I on that ſcore, was truſted with her Fortune, 
And loſt it all at Play. She's heard the News, 
And comes prepar'd toſhare my Joys —LIdread her: 
Let me wed nothing but variety. 
But I'll diſſemble yet ; for tho* when pleas'd 
She's ſmiling as the Morn, cool as the Evening, 
And calm as is the Night, when urg'd, ſhe rages 
Like the Meridian Sun's colleted Beams; 
Proud of her Charms, tho! laviſh: of her Love z 
Gen'rous, and free, and daring, like a Man ; + 
—x op and Revengeful, hke a Wotnan—— 

fc | 


Now help me, Cunning, once to feign 
A Joy as great as hers — My Laura! 


Exter Laura. ' 
La. Fly off my Veil! Oh! let me ruſh at once 
Into his Heart, into-his very Soul. 
Ri. M ww my on! ſeakforJoy-Ohhappy Change 
Lau. Oh letme cannot PPY 
When the Profltneſe of m panty] rn 
Nothing to give to ſave thy Life, but mine, | 
To ſee thee rais'd at once to Honour, Wealth, and Freedom, 
From Shame, from Death, and Ruine, 
"Tis Rapture, 'tis Delight ing Words, 
Too vaſt for Thought, and &vn too for Souls, 
Tis perfe&t Joy, and Pleaſure in extream. _ 
Ri. Oh! do not talk of Honour, Wealth, and Freedom ; 
Your ſelf, your ſelf*s the greateſt, deareſt , 
Lau. In | wk fo to thee, thy Lawrs's bleſt, | 
Life of my Life, and Genius of my Soul 
Thy very Shadow brings me more delight -. 
Than all the Subſtance of che a beſides; 


Fer 
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For I've no Being, when I'm torn from thee ; 
Or, if # find I've one, *tis only by my Pains. 

Ri. Oh ! ſympathy of Hearts ! My only Joy ! 

' *Twas not lefs Pain to me to be forc'd from thee, 
Than now 'tis Pleaſure thus to meet thee kind. 

Lav. Oh! now I hope we're met to part no more. 

Let me no longer hear nor think of Abſence. 
Abſence to ſome gives Reliſh to their Joy, 
A breathing to their Pleaſures z but to me 
"Twas Death, when to the Monalt ry you fled, 
And to be fafe lay hid. 

Rj. Ah! Madam 

Lau. Madam ! Fye, leave this dull Formaliry. 

Does it ſuit Love of ſuch a Growth as ours ? 
I ſhou'd abhor it, came it not from thee. 
R;j. Oh! ſtop this Torrent of unbounded Love. 
Joy came befote but like a quick'ning Shower 
On a parch'd Soil, and greedily I drunk it ; 
But now I'm overwheim'd, and drown'd in Joy —— 
Thus now all Lovers lye to one another. [A/ide. 

Lax. Dear Man, thou'rt doubly pleas'd 

Now thou can'ſt raiſe me 
As I wou'd thee, were but thy Fortune mine ; 
For thou'rt no needy 2, Brother now, 
Thy Law ſhall no longer have the Pleaſure 
Of laviſhing her Wealth on Love, and thee. 
Indeed ſhe cou'd not. 

Rz. Extravagance of Goodneſs ! 

Lau. Alas! fear'd that Liszhbon wou'd have ſeen me 
With thoſe ewo lictke Orphans, my poor Children, 

A forc'd Dependant on the cold loath'd Alms 
Of proud upbraiding Friends : For all I've left 
Is threaten'd to be ſeiz'd. The Thought on't damps my Joy ; 
But let it dye with all our former Sorrows. Wealth 
I'm rich enough, ſince I ve thy Love, that can command thy 
Soon as the Prieſt has ratified our Contra, 
Which now now your Brother's dead, and my firſt Year 
Of Widowhood expit'd, need be no Secret. 
We'll live like Gods. Say, ſhall we not? MeMinks 
Thou art not glad enough. - 
Ri. Exceſs of Joy, like that of Grief, is dumb; 
« And, like vaſt Streams, too deepfor Noiſe, flows ſilent, 
© While ſhallow Torrents roar, then ceale to be. 
I feat ſhe'lt find me our. = 
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Las. © But tell me, when ſhall be the happy Day? - 
Ri. Ki Soon as ſome ſhort Formalities w 
© Have EN Aefcers ſhall rain, 0 haſten >, s 
&© The beſt Arrificers ſhall ſtrain, to haſten 
« The wiſh'd-for Time, and make our N ſumptuous. 
Las. * Then, like a Palace, we'll this adorn. 
«The Walls ſhall ſcorn with Arras to be cloath'd, 
© Unleſs the Gold ſhames there the ſhading Silk. 
«& Amazing Wanders that diſſemble Life 
© In each Apartment, ſhall beguile the Gazers. 
© The Spoils of dis, and more diſtant Climes 
& Shall croud, and rear their Fronts on-rival Raritics, 
« [n antique Order, various as their Make ; 
© Andevn the Wood, which io Compartrents 
« Floors the vaſt Rooms, ſeem. proud to bear the. Load. 
Rz. © Oh! ant in Luxury ! fy! Oh! Sex refin'd in Fancy-- 
.] © To undo the other. 
Lau. Oh! now methinks we ſolemnize our Nuptialy 
A num'rous Train with all melodiqus Sounds 
Salute us and the Morn. Then we, far brighter, 
Aſcend our Coach, or Love's Tri | Chariot. 
' Garlands and Arches grace and roof ,our w 
And flow 7 Sweets, profuſely ſtrow'd, pe ume it. 
Joy in each Face, and in.cach Mouth. 
Rz. Oh! Theme for ever. charming---To a Widow. [4ſide. 
Las. Then, my Ricardo, then —— 
Rz. Oh! chen my Lovns 
Lau. The crowded Board ſhall rempt cr anmrans Gut 
. With all that can indulge Luxuriant Taſte. 
&* Conduits ſhall laviſh Wins, and richer Liquors, 
And all the Muſes labour to Inchane us. 
Ri. And then at Night my Goddeſs - 
Lay. Ten thouſand Tapers ſhall revive the Day, 
While at a ſolemn Ball, che Pride of Lisbon 
Shall ſhine and revel 
Ri. And tir'd at laſt with all Lens ſmaller Joys, 
T cave us to perfedt Pleaſi Thus, my-Goddels, 
Thus will Ricardo raviſh all thy thy Senſes ; 
Unpeople th' Elements to thy Talte, 
To charm thy Ears, rob ev'n the Spheres of Muſick, 
Tire Art and Nature to regale thy Sight, 
Inform thy Brain with ev'ry grateful Odor, 
Thy Touch with Bliſs, and raviſh ev'ry Pow'r, 
Til in one ſence we loſe the other four. [ Embraces her 
A F. 2 Ente, 
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Enter two Monks. 


r. Monk. My Lord. 2 

Rj. What mean theſe Monks ? 

1. Monk, My Lord, We've weighty Buſmefs, . 
That claims your private Ear with utmoſt ſpeed. 

Lau. Some dead 's Alms —- 

z. Monk. Hear us this Moment, if you love your ſelf. 

Rzj. Then follow me -— pray pardon me, dear Madam. 
Fil ſtrive to. meet you here again this Moment 
Or at your own Houſe rather. 
To bj pw. *T was well difſembl'd: But I'm glad T'm eas'd, 
How 'd a thing muſt a fond Woman be! 
Ev'n.Monks. are me, when from-her they free. 

[Ex. Ric. and Monks. 

Lau. Cursd be the Holy Duns! Thoſe bold Intruders. 
Ento the Privacies of blinded Mortals, 
Self-privileg'd to break-in: on the Great ! 
Thoſe craving Idlers, who: preach Charity, 
Yet never had-one Spark for one another ! 
——_ who-with Saint-like Mein, . 

prond ity, andſawcy Meekneſs ; 

Can ſeem at beſt but impudently good. 
The Doatards know (for well know our Sex) 
That what a-Woman never will forgive 


In. the wild Sallics of unfiniſh'd Love. Bhi: 


The End of the Firſt A. 


ACT, 


(13 ) 


ACT'IL 


Enter Morella and Melinda. 


Mel. WY do we 'leave Fabiano with Placentia ? 
dare truſt all his Vertnes, but his Prudence; 


- He loves— he'll ſtay too long; and be diſcover'd. 
Morel. Fear not, my Brother's buſie with two Fathers; 
Like hits he languihe, unhappy Maid; 
ike him mhes, unhappy Maid; 
But her Diſcretion, and” yet more her Vow, 
Force that deſpairing Lord for ever from her-—— 
And ſee, ſhe comes ; he follows; ---both in Tears ! 
In pity let's avoid *em- 


Emter' Placentia, folow'd by Fabiano: 
| Exeunt Morel. and Mel. 
Fab. Stay, cruel Maid! Oh'turn, caſt one look ! | 
One look, tho? *twere a Frown, and but to ſee me dye. 
Pla. Alas, I dare not, muſt not meet your Eyes : 
They muſt not ſee how mine partake their Sorrows. 
Fly, fly, my Lord, where equal Greatneſs calls 
Eeave poor Placentia to her humble Fate. 
Fab. Not hear me! | 
Pla. I dread thoſe Words that make ev'rr ruine pleaſe; 
The tempting Muſick of your Syren Love. 
Fab. Can it bring ruine to be match'd to Greatneſs ? 
Pla. When by the Match that Greatneſs is debas'd. 
Fab. Why will you ſtill urge this, too humble fair ? 
Oh! wrong not thus your Merit, and my Love. 
Pla. Witneſs, ye ſacred Pow'rs that read-my Soul! 
Witneſs, my Bluſhes, and theſe grateful Tears, 
How much [I prize you, gen'rous, dear Fabiano ! 
For ev'ry Sigh you breath, LSigh another. 
Oh ! had our Births been equal as our Paffions, 
We might have lov'd on ſhill. 
F ſee the Heav'n of Joy, your Love, wor'd give me ; 
But, like a Wretch emn'd-to endleſs Torments, 
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The vaſt abyſs betweeti, adds to my Pain : 
I wiſh, I ſigh, I grieve, I rage in vainz 
TI wou'd aſcend, but cannot break my Chain. 
Fab. Love equals all, and you're moſt ſure of mine. 
Pla. I ftill ſhou'd fear to loſe what I'deſerve not, - 
Still dread my Equal's Envy, and the Scorn of yours : 
And thus ſhou'd tive more wretched yer than now, 
This fatal now, that ſees me tear my Heart, | 
While thus I tear my ſelf for ever from you. [going 
Fa. You tear my Heart, but ſhall nottear me from you. 
Thus you ſhall drag me, while I ſuffer Life ; - , | 
And whenT'veeas'd my wretched Soul withthis,[ Draws s Dagger. 
*Twill hover-o're you ſtill; to wait for yours. = 1 
For ſure in Death we're and may joyn. 
P/a. Oh ! hold! and ile: fright me not with your Danger, 
Nor humble me yet more with your Submiſſions. | 
Fab. Raiſe then at once a Wretch to:Love.and You, 
To riſe thus, I'll deſcend, and mix-with humble Swains, 
In lowly Cottages, and ruſtick Weeds, 
And there forget that fatal thing call'd Greatneſs. 
Pla. Oh! riſe, degrade it not by kneeling thus. 
Fab. No, -let your Anſwer make -me rife or fall. 
Pla. Alas! my Lord, I know this wou'd but prove 
A Dream, that-might a while indulge Fancy, 
While Mem'ry wou'd lye lock'd in the firſt ſleep 
That Love might lull it too ;5 but roo too ſoon 
You'd'wake to hatred-of your ſelf and me. 
Emer D. Ferdinand. Fab. ftarts and riſes. 
Ferd. My Son ! | x 
Baſe Man! I thought Chave found you with Morella! 
But hear 'me:ſ{wear ; By my great Anceſtors ! 
That Hour Fabienxe weds below his Rank 
Makes him a-$tranger to my Blood for ever. 
Pla. You might have ſpar'd that juſt, but rigid Doom, 
And left my Love-the Glory of our parting. 
For, Sir, I love your -$on; ſo well I love A 
That rather than F'll curſe his gen'rous Paſſion, 
By ſuffering him-to blefs-me with himſelf, 
T'll teave my Wealth, 'Friends, nay, the dear Man for ever. 
Bear witneſs, you whoſe Breaſts confeſs the Pangs 
Of crueſt, te nd'reſt, fondeſt, fierceſt Love! 
Bear witneſs, Heav'n! and all that hear me ſwear ! 
I leave ev'n him, ev'n all that's kind and dear, . 
For endlcf5 Grief, a Cloyſter and Deſpair. [ Exit. 
/ Fab. 
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Fib. My Love!--—my Father '!——both confpire my Ruine ! 

Some Angel ſtop her, and recall your Your! - : 

No pity——yes, you're kind,” at once you kill me, 

And us will by end the worſt of Pains. 

Fer. Unequal ſhow not Love, but Madneſs. 

If 'you're my Son, leave this ignoble Creature. 

Fab. Leave her ! ignoble ! give me Patience, Heav'n ! 

And Duty check my Rage! a Father ſaid it. 

Oh! that you knew her, Sir! you'd ſee in her, 

That: Worth, whence true Nobility Gogen'; 

She claims a Birth immediately from Heav'n. 

Fer. No more. She never be yours. 

Haſte to Morells, Noble, and more Charming. 
Fab. Ah Sir! I can love nothing but Placentia. | 

Rather take back the wretched Life you gave me! [| kwels, 

Draw, draw your Sword, rip ay panting Boſom'; 

You'll find a Heart where that fad Truth is written. 

Pity my Youth pity your Son! | 
Fer. "Tis vain---Reaſon and Time will bring you to your ſelf, 
Fab. Oh ſtay ! . [| follows bim pal Nan on bus Knees. 
Fer. —_— or never ſee me more. 

erd. breaks from Fabiano, end Exiv. 
Fab. Yes, cruel Father; yes, unkind Placewia, 

It never ſee you mors 

You ſhall not ſee how wretched you have made me. 

I've one Friend yet, I hope ; his Ship ſball caſt me 

On ſome abandon'd Shore : There I will dye ; 

Pitied, perhaps, by Beaſts more kind than Man. 

More wife, more happy Brutes, I envy you ! 

With you 'tis Will and Beauty make the choice, 

Ne're croſt by the lov'd Female, nor your Syres. 

No dream of Greatneſs bars your am'rous Joys. 

Curſt be the firſt who made the vain diſtin&ion, 

Taught to boaſt borrow'd Fame from ancient Duſt, 

That fancied Diſtance between equal Emmers ! 

Curſt be the poys'nous Notion, and may he 


— 


That ſlights true Merit for a vain Degree, 
Love humble Worth, be ſcorn'd, or curs'd like me. 
And that the Vice an ampler Curſe may find, 
Curſt be th* Ambitious, which is all Mankind. [ Exit. 
Emter Placentia, 4s Fabiano goes off. 
Pla. His buſie Grief ufſurp'd his very Sight. 
He's gone, and cou'd not ſee me ; wou'd he had! 


Alas! I ſhou'd, I wou'd have call'd, but cou'd not. 
Who 
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Who will prote& me now? —— Oh ! noble Moor, 
Afliſt me to preſerve my threaten'd Honour. 

| Enter Morat and Zemet. 

Mor. Can worth, like yours, want a Protetor, Madarn ? 
My beſt Friend us'd me fo to eccho back his Sighs, 
When he repeated dying Tales of you, 
That he has fill'd my Breaſt with the like Zeal 
Of ſerving you : That Zeal may look like Love 5 
But, fear not, Madam, rarely Love gets in 
But at ſome Chink where Hope had crept in firſt, 

And I who know how you us'd Don Vincentio 
Can never hope this Figure cou'd prevail. 

Then give me leave to ſerve you, and my Actions 
Shall ne're oppoſe the Difates of your Will. 

Pla. It were a Sin to doubt your Honour, Sir. 

Let your Man wait— and I will tell you Things 
That are yet Secrets to all Souls but mine. 
Mor. Zemet obſerve who comes, and give.us notice. 


PEE oat Zemet. 
_ Pls, Let guilty Perſons bluſh : I have no Caule.; 
The Paſftion I muſt-own admits no Shame; - 
Tho' I confeſs, I Love : Oh Noble Moor ! 
You will have Cauſe to pity me .as much 
As e're —_ Fincenthe. , 
Mor. IVE 2 —— e, and ſtarting. 
-Or have I chang'd my —_——_— my Foun? ome 
Pla. What ſhou'd ſurprize the Moor 2--—-Sir, tho? I want 
Your help, or ſuch a Friend's, yet let not that 
. Divert your Then from your own great Concerns. 
Morat. No, , theſe are Fits that ſometimes ſhake me: 

My Soul and Body are by turns at odds, 
And fain wou'd part ; | 
Yet, like falſe Friends, each ſtrives not to be thoughe 
To give moſt Cauſe for ſuch a tion : 
But now I'm well again—— you lay you Love, Madam, 
And that I ſhall have Cauſe to pity you. 
Sure, he that is the Cauſe, is Deaf and Blind ; 
Elſe either Sence, and You, might teach him Love. 

Pla. Nay, I'm ſo miſerable, worthy Moor, 
That *ewas his Paſlion that gave birth ro mine : 
But, as Fate orders it, all I've to beg, 
Is that yew ou'd convey me to ſome Cloyſter, 
Where I may ever weep and pray for him. 

Ar. aſide. | Sure 'tis tor me, 'tis for the poor Vincentio 


- 


She 
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She thus wou'd weep and pray. Oh wou'd it were 
To Pla:] Madam, I'm bound to wait on your Commands; 
But can there be a Cauſe for ſuch Deſpair ? 
. Pla. Too many, Sir, for had not Fate contriv'd 
To ſnatch him, and all Hopes, for ever from me, 
Yer I too well regard his future Glory, 
E're to have ſullied ic with my mean Blood. 
Mor. aſide.) *Tis my ſelf 
It can be no Man elſe ſhe thus deſpairs for. 
Firſt ſhe ſhall name me, then*P'lt own my ſelf. 
To Pla.] Madam, you may well truſt me with his Name, 
Thar can be happy thus in ſpight of Fate. 
Pla. I will not hide his Name, from one that knows 
So much of his Concerns : *Tis 
4 Enter Zemet. 
Zem. Ricards's coming. 
- Pla. Heav'n guard me fromyhis ſight ! 
Morat. T'll ſtrive to meet you here again with ſpeed. 
Curſe on his coming ! But why am I croubP'd 2 [Exit Plac: 
By what ſhe ſaid, 'tis plain 'tis me ſhe means. 
Revive, Vincentio! Doubts and Fears remove ! 
She muſt be mine, ſince ſhe confeſſes Love. 
The Man that's lov'd, of Conqueſt never fails : 
Love pleads, and bribes, and forces, and prevails. [ Ex.Morat. 
Zem. Ricardo ſeem'd dejected ; I'll obſerve him, 
Enter Ricardo. 
Rj. This Mine brings Inſtant ruine when 'tis ſprung ; 
It rends the main Foundation of my Greatneſs. 
Sees Zemet.] Ha! thou black Imp, what do'ſt thou bere? 
Hence vaniſh ! [ Exit Zemet. 
They and their Papers will ſo prove the Thi 
.There will be no out-facing it—— Oh curſt Diſcovery ! 
This Morning in the Sanctuary I trembl'd. 
E're Noon. I revel'd as ſole Maſter here : 
Yet now, e're Six at Night, theſe Monks have rung 
A fatal Knell to all my new-born Joys. 
With this Day's Sun my Fortune roſe and falls. 
But wich the next may it not rife again ? 
They've giv'n me time to get my. Pardon feal'd, 
E're they divulge the Truth—Pll have them kill'd-- 
But how ? by this they're in their Cells at Prayers. 
No, I muſt chink again--—afliſt me, Hell, —I have it. s 
At Night for Africa T'll Ship the Siſters, 
Where I will marry one, and _ return. 


But 
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But why not get Placentia ? There Il fix : 
Placentia ſhall be mine. — TLADIY 0h 
Enter Morat et. 
Rj. Hah! —Jo_— [ Starts ſeeing Morat. 
Mor. Does your Guile make you ſtart ? X 
Rz. Art thou Immortal, Moor ? 
Mor. Yes, Raviſher, all good Men are Immortal. 
Death is entail'd on none but ſuch as you, 
Who wear him ſtill about you in your Crimes, 
Yet juſtly fear him as the greateſt Evil. 
Ric. Placemia has inform'd him of my Threats. [Afede. 
Mor. Baſe Man, with Gyant Blood, and Pigmy Honour, 
I hear thou talk'ſt of, Raviſhing Placentia, : 
But if thou dar'ſt but wiſh it, that bad Soul, 
That Soul of thine, hard and impenetrable 
To ev'ry thing that's good, ſhall be let out 
To ſeek its place among relentleſs Devils. 
Ri. aſide.) Sleep my Reſentments! now my Fortune's chang'd. 
To bim.] I loath the Thought, cho” once I threaten'd it, 
To try her Vertue; but, ſince that, my Doubts _ 
Are chang'd to admiration of her Worth. 
Mor. Oh that there were but hopes you yet wou'd mend! 
T'm bound, and ſtrive to love you, as you're call'd 
Vincentio's Brother, and his Father's Son, 
In War's brave School, your Father was my Maſter ; 
Who bad me dare, and taught me how to Fight. 
He ruſh'd like Lightning on firm Troops of Foes, 
Unnerv'd their Ranks, and ſhatter'd them to Ruine, 
And floor'd the Field with honourable Slaughter : 
But after Conqueſt, mild as tender Virgins, 
Protected Vertue in his very Foes —— 
If you'll be Noble, learn to act like him. | 
R;. T'll learn of you, brave Moor, if you will teach me, 
Your words can ſhame and charm us into Vertue. 
Methinks your Tongue, like glorious Victory, 
Inſtils a Soul of Valour through my Veins, 
And all my Nerves ſeem knit with double force. 
I'm now engag'd, but in an Hour, 
I ſhall be proud of being taught by you, 
And fixing you my Friend. 
Mor. Till then, tarewel. 
LOG and I Il give you leave to hope ; 
For $s your Love encreates, ,Vertue will. 
*T was Love alone fuſt Civikz'd Mankind, 
| And 
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And dull Inſtin& to ſprightly ſenſe refin'd. 
In Savage Nakedneſs Man liv'd and toyl'd, 
Usglier than Brutes, more wretched, and as wild ; 
Til! Emulation to be lik'd and lov'd, 
Started Invention, and the Man improv'd: 
But *tis not Love, weak Bodies to controul, 

Love only triumphs o're the ſtronger Soul.[ Exit Morat. and Min, 
Rj. VI! ftrive to work thee to my purpoſe, Moor. 
Thou'rt brave, but free and credulous to a Fault —— 

For ruin'd Lawra's good, and more for mine, 
I wiſh Placentia may with equal eaſe 
Be wheadled into Marriage: ſtartling change! 
She little thinks ſhe's great, and I am nothing; 
Oh! I cou'd rave and bellow Execratjons, 
Hell curſe theſe Monks, emphatically curſe 'erm —— 
Enter Four Bravoes. 
Ri. My Bravoes ! 
I. Brave. Your Lordſhip's Servants. 
R;. I ſent for you to puniſh a rude Moor, 
But I'll ſuſpend. a while my juſt Revenge : 
I've buſineſs of more Moment. There's Gold for you. 

; Ric. gives 'em Money. 
1, Br. Thanks,my good Lord,whoſe Throat muſt we cut now ? 
Ri. There's milder miſchief Brooding. | 

Hire me a Ship, that by uſe of Oars 
As well as Sails, may put to Sea this Night. 
At any rate, by any means I muſt 
Have it to Night, and you ſhall go with me. 
Succeed, and your Reward ſhall be fo great 
You ſhall no longer skulk diſguis'd ; but live 
At large, above the ſcandal of your Lives. 
1. Br. Conchide this done, my Lord ; our Friends will help us. 
If by fair means we cannot get a Ship, we'll ſeize on one. 
Ri. Succeſs wait on my Friends ! [ Exit Braves. 
Enter a Servant, with a Litter in bis Hand. 
Ri. What Letter's this ? 
Serv. My Lord, *tis for Placentia. 
[ Exit Servant, Ric. opens and reads the Letter 
Ri. Go, Tl deliver it—— ha ! from Fabiano! 
How? leaving” Portugal for ever | Embark this Moment ! 
By my hopes 'tis well ? | 
Enter Laura. | Ricardo ſeems ſurpriz'd, and puts up the 


Letter bat. 
Rj. Hah! ----my' Soul's Joy, I did not expe you here. 
G 2 


Law 
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Lau. I read that in your Eyes, my Lord, but I 
Expe&ed you, tho' *twas in vain, I fear.” 
What Letter were you reading 2? 
Ri. *Tis private buſineſs. 
Lau. I deſire to fee it. 
R;j. Wou'd you be made uneaſie with my Cares? 
Lan. Unleſs I fee't, I ſhall be more uneaſie. 
Ri. Truſt me, my Love, you need nor, nay you ſhall not, 
Tho' ev'n from you I muſt a while conceal it. 
. Lau. From me ! Can you conceal it then from me ? 
R;. Suppoſe it were a Challenge'from a Foe, 
Or a more dang'rous Secret from a Friend ? 
Lau. Say rather from 'a Miſtreſs : falſe Ricardo. 
Rj. Will you ſtill chide, and without Reaſon ſtill ? 
Las. Falſe and Ingrate, I have but too much reaſon ; 
Yer if I chide, I chide but like a Dove, 
In gentle Murmurs. But urge me no longer. 
Give me the Letter, for I rave to ſee it. 
Ri, What, will you ſtill controul me like a Slave ? 
Will you till claim fo infolene a Right ? 
Lau. Traytor tq Gratitude, to Love, and me, 
What is't I claim, but leave to be afſſurd 
Of thy Heart's Truth, or of. its Falſhood rather ? 
For now I've too much Cauſe to think thee falfe. 
Ri. Your Jealouſie, that Jaundice of your Mind, 
Perverts all Objets to it's ſickly Colour. 
Lau.What,are my Charms then vaniſh'd with my Fortune 2?--- 
"Twas otherwiſe when this baſe Rebel languiſh'd at my Feer, 
. Trembling as Guile, humble as ing Want ; 
Charm'd with a Look, tranſported with a ſmile, 
And extaſied with a reviving Word. 
Love gently rack'd all Secrets from his Breaſt, 
Made him live more in me than in himſelf, 
Prevent my very Wiſh, and open all his Soul. 
Did it not Traytor ? 
Ri. It did, it thall, my Life, then pray be calmer. 
Lau. And have I made theeLord of al my Wilkes, 
Civen thee my Wealth, and my more valued Love, 
To be deny'd a Trifle ? 
Baſs Man, - dare but be falſe, dare but deny ms, 
Pll Sacrifice thee to my injur'd Charms, 
Tho' thou wert kneeling at the very Altar -— 
Give me the Letter. 
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Rz3. Since nothing elſe will fatisfie you, take it. 
"Tis only from Fabiano to Placentia; 
For whom he's leaving Portugal by ſtealth. 
You ſee, he begs this may not yet be known 
Puzzled. | Then--T'ad a mind---to try your Jealous Temper —- 
And fear'd----it might incline *you----to miſconſtrue 
My Caution in thus op'ning_a Love-Letter 
To one that's a Dependant on my Houſe. 

Lax. Hah! ſure you love ber, or your guilty Mind, 
Which ſo long labour'd for a faint Excuſe, 
Had ne're ſuggeſted ſuch prepoſt'rous Doubts. 
You ſeem'd epriz'd too at my ſight ; your Face 
Had ſcarce the Pow'r to ws, a gay Diſguiſe, 

Ri: To clear at once my Innocence, permit me 
To ſend for her— ———— Who waits ? 


Enter Servant. 


= 


Serv. My Lord Re | 
Rj. Acquaint Placentia, that I'm here, and haveaTetter for her. 
[ Exit Servant.. 

My Life, from ohee Cloſet if you pleaſe, 


You may behold unſeen 
Our mucual hatred in her looks and mine. | Law. fepr aſide; 


Enter Placentia, Morella, Melinda. 


Ri. aſide.) She's here | This news will ſtrangely grieve her--—- 
To Pla.) You're well attended. 
Pla. So we ſhou'd be to come to you, my Lord. 
Your Pleaſure ? | 
Rj. Here's a Letter from Fabians,— who's fled by Sea. 
[ Gives her the Letter, ſhe reads it. 
Pla. Oh killing News ! 
Morel. Poor parted Lovers! how I pity thent ! 
Pla. Is he then fled? fled without ſeeing me? 
Fled my. Fabiano ? Oh! "twas too too cruel. 
Thy laſt farewel wou'd paitt me worfe than-Death ; 
Yer I wou'd ſuffer more for one dear parting look ——— 
But fure I wrong theez we cou'd ne're have born it. 
How my Soul mourns, Some Dream or Angel tell thee! 
My Soul ! oh no! 'tis fled with thee, and Grief: 
' Alone informs this Widdow'd falling Body, [ falls, 


Morel. Riſc, riſe, my Dear. 
Mel, 


— —— 


e x 
-: (v2) 
Mi. Sink not beneath your Sorrows. - 
Pla. Let me dye here; for I've out-liv'd my ſelf. | 
Break, throbbing Heart: break now ! break! what, not yet! 
Well, ſtubborn Life, I'll puniſh thee for laſting, 
Melt thee away in Tears, and breathe thee out in Sighs ; 
*Till 'm grown of one Subſtance with my Grave. 
She's rais'd j['ll drag thee where thou ſhalt converſe with nothing 
But Walls, and Heav'n, 'and Sorrow, and his Image. 
Off then, gay Dreſs |: vain Pageantry, away ! 
Thou once lov'd Houſe, where my Years rowl'd ſo ſmoothly, 
Adieu for ever !——adieu, my dear, my only Friends ! 
Adieu to all but Grief, and the dear thoughts of him. 
He's loſt, he's loft, and Pleaſure is no more. - 
Merel. Let's follow her, and ſtrive to calm her- Mind. 
«{ Ex. Placentia, Morel. and Mel. 
Ri. Prevent her going out. [ Aſide to a Servant. 
Serv, I will, my- Lord. [ Exit Servant. 
Ri. :o Laura, who comes forward.) You ſee the Love between us. 
Lau. Did I not dread her, I cou'd pity her, 
R;. Grieve not for her, my Love. 
A Widow'd Nymph of Courle a while Deſpairs, 
But nothing dries ſo ſoon as Woman's Tears. 
Clouds dull the Sun, then fall: apace in Rain, 
And ſprightlier Smiles adorn his Face again. 
Such,now your doubts are clear'd, you ſhou'd appear, 
And with kind Looks your Injur'd Lover chear. 
Lau. Were thoſe Doubts clear'd 
Ri. Unkind ! now I muſt chide. What, Jealous ſtill 2 
Lax. Still Jealous, ſince ſtill Loving. | 
Ri. But T've a ſure way left to eaſe your Mind. 
Lau. How ? 
Rj. Let to Morrow be our Nuptial Day. 
Lau. To Morrow . | 
Ri. Yes, well wave tedious State. Hymen ſhall bleſs us. 
Oh! let me ſeal that Promiſe on your Lips ; 
Thus, thus your Doubts ſhall all be loſt in Joys, 
And kifs'd away as oft as-they return. + 
Lax. Shall 1 {till doubr——no, tho' I ſtill had Cauſe, * 
I nuuſt believe thy dear bewitching Tongue. 
Conduct me home, and oh! forgive me, my Ricarde, 
I cannot hear a Rival in your Heart. . 
While'Woman mult to one confine her Love, : 
Why ſhou'd Man claim the Privilege to rove ? am an. 
We'cou'd diſpenſe with Change as well as you : 


Women loſe more than Men by being true. 

Yet tho' you blame our Sex, yours moſt deceives ; 

Man leaves us oft, but Woman feldom leaves. 

Be juſt then, urge ns not to change of Mind! 

Or give us leave to rove, or be your ſelyes confin'd. [| Exeury, 


The End of. the Second AA. 


ACT II. 


Enter Placentia i» a plain white Dreſs —— Morella 
and Melinda. 


Pla. Hy am I thus detain'd ? Now in this Dreſs 
I'm fitted for a Cloyſter: Oh ! Fabiano ! 
Thou leav'ſt the Land, I'll leave the World for thee. of 
Morel. Oh! grieve us not, by grieving thus your ſelf. 
Society in Woes will make them lighter, * 
But ours = heavier while we ſhare your Load. 
Pla. Td ſilence my rude Grief, wou'd it be filenc'd ; 
But tender Love, Love newly wean'd, and hopeleſs 
Will, like all other Infants, pine and rage, 
Tho” check'd by Reaſon that denies the Food. 


Enter Ricardo. 


R;j, Where, where's the Chaſte Placentia ? Siſters, tell her 
Fll crown at laſt the Vertue which I try'd. 
What, all in Tears? She too in this mean Dreſs ? 
You feed her Grief. Away! I ſay, be gone. [ Ex. Mor. and Mel. 
Leave Tears and Cloyſters, Madam, to thoſe Wretches 
Whom the World leaves, and who muſt leave the World ; 
Who ſarfeit firſt, then practice Abſtinence, 
Turn Nuns, and then repent their raſh Repentance. 
"Tis true, my Brother's dead, Fabiano's gone; . 
But I am left more charm'd with your Perfe&ions. 

Pla, I pray you, leave me. 


Ri. 
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R;. Look not on me as being ſtill the ſame z 
Behold your Convert, Madam,, *twas impoſlible 
To love you, and Jove Vice, which you deteſt. - 
You, and my change of Fortune, have at laſt, 
Made me refle&, and rous'd me into Vertue. 
My Threats were but to try you. 
Pla. I ſhall rejoyce, my Lord, to find the Change, 
Tho' tis ill jeſting in the ſhape of Vice ; 
« For *ewill be long before I ſhall ſhake off, 
* 'The horror that {ſurpriſe ſtamp'd on my Soul. 
In the mean time, I beg you'll give me leave 
In ſome Retirement to compoſe my Mind. | 
Rj. Oh! leave me not, bleſt Maid, © You're my good Ange, 
** That bear me upwards, govern my beſt Thoughts, 
* And bid me think of Heav'n, and view ic in you. 
© But, if you leave me, e're my Callow Vertue '* 
* Grows fledg'd, and ſtrpng to ſoar with outſtretch'd Wings, 
© Too ſoon my dead habitual weight of Vice 
© Will make me flag, and fall to worſe Perdition. 
© Take me now, fave a Soul, confirm me yours. 
© O ſave me, kt you anſwer it ro Heav'n. 
A Prieſt, a known Prieſt, waits to joyn our Hands. 
Oh come! I will not leave you till- you've bleſt me. 
Pla. What means my Lord! Oh Heav'ns! what ſhall I ſay! 
Yes, I will bleſs you—— if you'll let me go. | 
Bur as for marrying you, forbid it Love! 
Forbid it Honour! and forbid it Heav'n ! 
* This wou'd be curſing you, and then my elf. 
* Change, rather change this dreadful Love to Hatred ! 
Ri. I've play'd the Tyrant, but I know you're mild 
As a forgiving Saint. Here on my Knees, of 
(Bur that's too proud a Poſture) thus then falling 
With proſtrate Body, and more humbled Mind, 
Repentcant, chang'd Ricardo, begs your Pardon. 
Pla. Oh rife, my Lord! *rwas granted e're you ask'd it. 
Rij. Oh! add your Love, or ler me ſink for ever. 
Pia, My Lord, I mult not, cannot hear you thus. 
Ri, Thus have I {worn to kiſs your Steps, and dye, 
Unleſs ets Day, this very Day you're kind, 
Stoop to be mine,” and condeſcend to rife. 
Plz. Alas! I reo have ſworn, this ne're ſhall be. 
Ri. I'll beg ſo earneſtly, fo humbly, ———— | 
PlLiz. My Lord, I thought you knew Placentia better. 
Spare this affected Cringing ! *ewou'd be vain, 


Tho' 


2J 
Tho? *rwere not feign'd ; for ſuch a whirl of Humour, 
So quick a fall from one extream to tother, 
Betrays lefs Love than a Diſtemper'd Mind. 
Ri. riſes.) *Tis true, I'm craz'd, 'm mad, mad as wild Frenzy, 
To ſtarve my noble Pride, to glut a Slave's. 
Why, cruel Stars, why do I court this Creature, 
This Inſet, born to'crawl and lick the Duſt, 
Till foſter'd here, ungratefully to ſting me ? . 
Oh! I con'd burſt, and tear my Fleſh with Rage. 
Bue why do I not rather cruſh it dead ? -; 
Pla. Murther| Oh fave me !—_— | 
| [She wou'd run off, be ſtops her. 
Rj. Nane but your ſelf can fave, or you or me. 
You ſhall be wretched, if you'll make me fo: 
* For, good or bad, you now muſt ſhare my Fate. 
This Steel, or elſe this Juice, ſhall end us both. 
\ Shews her a Bottle and a Dagger. 
"Tis like the poys'nous Love I ſuck'd from thee ; | 
No Antidote can ſtop the Bane's Progreflion ; 
It creeps thro' ev'ry Vein, preys on Blood, 
And ling'ring gives a ſure, tho' lazy Death. 
Relent, or now I drink, and thou ſhale pledge me. 
Pla. Oh Horror ! hold! let's parley o're our Fate. 
Give me fome time, m ys I begiit on my Knees, 
A Month, a Week, a Day ; Oh Merty ! Mercy !m—— 
Ri. No, it muſt be this t now. - 
Pla. What ſhall I ſay ? I dye with Terror. 
O hold ! oh think of Hell, my Lord 
Rj. Hell's mild to what I 
Pla. I can but dye [ He keeps the Bottle cloſe to bis Mouth. 
Ri. T've drank the Liquid Death. Now chule thy Fate. 
Pla. Oh loſt ! loſt ! 
R;. Chuſe quickly, or 
Pla. Oh! give me time to pray. 
Ri. The Poyſon will do that. 
Pla. I thought *ewas but to try.me. 
Bur give it me: *Tis th' only welcome preſent 
You cou'd have made me, and I thank you for't. .., 
I only wiſh my dear, my loſt Fabiano, (' "1h | 
Thou coud'ſt have ſeen theſe Tears, the beſt return, 
-My niggard Fate wou'd ſuffer me to make thee. 
Oh ! if a helpleſs, friendleſs, dying Maid 
May form 'a wiſh! 'oh hear me, _ Heaven ! 
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Let all the dear Man's Sorrows dye with me. 

And, if another e're can love fo well, 

Let fome chaſte noble Beauty love him-thus, + 
And make him happier than I've made him wretched. 


Emer Fabiano, thruſting away ſome Servants, and runs to 
Placentia. | | 


Fab. Hence ! Slaves ! ſhe's here. 

Pla. Hah! | 

R3. Return'd ! F 

Fab. Yes, bere to dye. Look up, my Ss - my Soul, 
He 


Embr aces ber. 
Placentis, ſee "tis I, *tis thy Fabiano, 
Pla. 'Tis he ; ſome Angel brings him— my lov'd Lodd — 


[ She drops the Bottle. 
_ - _ - ME [ rm: 
Pla. Oh! my Fears, my Grief, my v 
At this dear eh : go 


Fab. Senſes awake ! and thou my wand'ring Soul, 
Unwind thy ſelf out of this maze of Joy. 
Art thou at large, or in Placentia's Arms? 

R;j. Muſt I bear this? my Lord, what do you mean ? 


Fab. To kill you, if. you dare once more di me. 
Rz. You're in my Houfe, but——— 
- Ri. T'll fay no more—1 fear his Greatneſs now, tho' not 
His Sword | [ Afudt. 


Pls. Tho' Love had not betray'd me into Fondnefs, 
Revenge it ſelf had don't, t6 plague this Monſter ; 
To make his Eyes drink Jealoufies worſt Poyſon, 
More gnawing than the Draught he ſwallow'd now, 
Or that which he deſign'd me. 
Fab. How!—— 
Rz. \No Poyfon, Madam, nothing but a Philtre, 
A Lover's harmlefs Trick to fright and win you. 
To eaſe your Mind, Fll ſend for her that made it. — 
And for ſome others too——  (Afide.) [ Exit Ricardo. 
Pla. I dread his coming back. 
Eab. Fear nothing, Madam, h 
I've a Friend waits without with ſome choice Men. 
Pla. I thought I never ſhou'd have ſeen you more. 
Where have you been 2 Why did you write that Letter ? 
Was 
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Wasitto break my Heart? 'twas too unkind, yet I pray'd for you. 
I wou'd have dy'd, but pitying Heav'n reſerv'd me Fay 
For this bleſt Moment, e're we part for ever, 
For we muſt part. | 
. Fab. Part! no, firſt let the Monarch part with Crowns, 
The Brave with Honour, and the Saint with Heav'n. 
Pla. Oh Reaſon, Honour, Duty !\—— 
Fab. Oh Love! Love! Love! great Love againſt them all, 
Pla. T've ſworn to leave you ; nor muſt I exar 
Whether I Thall outlive the killing loſs. 
Fab. No, you will not leave me : I will ne're believe it 
Placentia loves me—— Placentia will not let me dye. 
Pla, Sure Heav'n will forgive this of a Heart, 
'Startled and wild with Joy, this Riot of ſtarr'd Love, 
Tho' rigid Honour dares not warrant it. 
Oh! lead me quickly to the Convent, that—— 


Re-enter Ricardo. 


| Ri. She whom I ſent for, Madam, will ſoon tell you—— 
Fab. Nothing that can deſerve our ſtiy <— farewel— 
| Leading out Placentia. 
Ri. Stay, do not lead my beauteous to Ruine. 
Fab. She's led from Ruine, when ſhe's led from you. 
Ri. Hold! hear me ! for Fil here diſpute my 
Fab. Then ſomewhere elſe, and not with Words 
Ri. Tho' now with Words, ſome fitter time with this. 


[Shows bis Sword. 

I claim her as my due. TI beſt deſerve her. 

Fab. Who e're Deſerr, deſerves her” leaſt. 
Ri. She's oblig'd to my Family. 

Fab. But I'm oblig'd to her. 

Ri. You've nothing ; but F've an Eſtate to give her. 

Fab. I chuſe to loſe one for her. Bur that's lictle ; 
He Oh! craſs fo needleſs « Debare, my Lords 

P : a my ; 
Nor rate ſo high- a worthleſs Mats Ben? 
_- __ my _ I _ your Love, 

ever tO above m ——Pm going to a Cloyſter. 
Then, if you ins ſhew it now, Sad 
Be pleas'd to leave me' there. 

Rj. No, Madam, FI ſooner leave the World. 

Fab. Let me conduct you, _—_ me 
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Fe. Borbear, ori Houſ 
Fab. Fo or in very Houle I'll kill you. 
Ri. Hah! Will you break the Laws of Hoſj =; 
Fab. Talk'ſt thou of Hoſpitality; and dar' 

Detain her there ? *tis Sacrilege and Death. 


Draw, Fight, and Dye. [ He draws. 
Pla. Oh hold ! 
Ri. 'Tho? I dare fight, why ſhou'd I leave to "Chance 
What Prudence can fecure ? [ Aſide. 


The ſhortneſs of my Sword makes you inſult, blic — 
Fab. Give it me, and take mine. 
[Fabiano gives bim hi Sword, and takes hi 5 in the Seabbard, 
R;. Take it, and uſe it if you can —— 
Pla. Oh! hold, my Lords! 
Fab. A broken Sword? ! hah! Villain ! 
[ He draws the Sword, which appears to be a broken Blade. 
Ri. Stir not, be ſilent - me, you're-ſafe. . © 
Live happy with my Siſter, 1 with her ; : 
But dye, if - iſt eobſtru& my Blifs. 
Pla. Oh! her, wed her, tho” I dye my Lord. 
Fab. Vil yes eifernt thes: Traytor. , 
"Fabiano with the broken Sword ſtrives to cloſe with Ricardo. 
Ri. 1 wot'dnot kill thee + Who waits ! 


Emer four Servants, wich Swords, 


R;j. Seize that Mad-man. 
- [Fabiano Jnatches a Sword — em, md 'em off. 
Fab, What, hoa! my Fr 
Pla. Help, Murther! help ! 


Enter Captain, with two others, who fight Ricardo's Party. | 
Cap. Courage, my Lord, we're here! Slaves! Villains! dye. 


Enter Don Ferdinand, with Muſqueteers, who preſent and all 
the Canbatanes ceaſe Fighting.” 


Fer. Hold! or my *Guards ſhall fire =_ you. 

Ri. *Tis well you're come at laſt, my Lor ons Son 
Was forcing his way out with this ungrateful Mai 
To wed her, and leave Poriyga/ by Sea. 


Ferd: 
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Fer., I ſcarce believ'd the Meſſenger you ſent me: 

Nay, now I ſcarce believe my very Eyes. | - ;/; - 
What, my Reproof, my Counſel, my Commands, 
My Pray'rs, my Threats, my Oaths, a'l unregatded 2. 
It cannot be ; Fabiano is my yon : 

My Son wou'd not at once loſe: Wealth, loſe Honour, 
Loſe my Love, loſe _— 

A Father's Love, and Blefling, for a Trifle ; 

For all this he muſt loſe, or leave this Maid, 

To wed my nobter- choice, the fair Aorela. 

Fab. Thus, as to Heav'n,. to you, Sir, kneels your Son ; 
And that Heav'n knows, I ſcarce can reverence it, - 
More than I do my Father. Oh ! I'd loſe 
The Life you gave me, rather than your Blefling. 

But Love, like mine, is deaf Neceflity ; . 
'Tis Fate it ſelf, and who can alter Fate 2 | 
If Love's a:Crime in me, 'tis.its own Puniſhmene : 

For hope, that ſoften'd all its Pains, is Joſt. s. 
Then curſe me not yet more: alas ! your Blefling 

Is all your wretched Son has left to loſe. 

For ſoon he'll take his everlaſting leave. 

Of Friends, of you, of her, and Life, 1 

Fer. Riſe, hear Age ſpeak ! Fabiana! Wildom's old. 

Fab. My Lord, my Father, a * | 
Oh ! let me kneeling chus attend your Will. | 

Fer, Riſe, riſe, my Son, nor let-thy poor old Father 
Loſe the ſole Comfort of his widow'd Years. : 

Thou art my only Child. Alas! Flivd . 

Bute bathe hopes of ſeeing thee renew. ... 

The. G.cries of our Race; by equal Marriage. 

Havslii-tor this declin'd a ſecond Choice,, | | 
And liv'd in ſolitary Widowhood 2 _ ys 
Oh ! do not hurry thus thy ſelf and me 

To the dark Grave, and worſe Oblivion's Death. 

'I beg it, 'tis thy Father begs it, © See theſe Tears, 

They're the laſt drops, the dying hand of Age |, 

_ Has left to dew this drooping withiring Plant—— Oh ſpeak! 

Fab. Can Nature plead againlt it ſelf 4 
I cannot ſpeak : my throbbing Heart's too full. | 
. » Fer, Then kill me, cruel Son ; that Parricide 

Will be leſs barb'rous than the other—— ſpeak 
Fab. Then with obedient boldneſs I muſt own; I cannot 

( wed Morells. 
Fer. 
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Fer, Juſt Heav'n! what have I done ? what are my Crimes? 
That I muſt thus be puniſh'd with this Son Po - - 
But ſure he'smot my Son': Such Diſobedience, 

Such Meannefs, muſt and ſhall be Strangers to my Blood. 
Now, as I hate baſe Thoughts, he's rous d my Rage. 
Degenerate Boy, thou ſcandal to my Race, 
Retract thy words, conſent, leſt, in my Fury, 
I wrong the dead, and ev'n —_ thy Mother. 
Fab. Oh! uſe me as you pleaſe ; but ſpare my Mother! 
For your own ſake, for hers, tread gently on her Grave. 
Fer. No, ſhe was Vertue's ſelf, but ſure ſome Peaſanc 
—_—_— thee on me; and diſplac'd the Heir. 
Be baniſh'd then my Houſe, my Heart, my Thoughts ! 
Be ſtripe of all | 
* Fab. But my Placemtia's Love : 
You cannot take that from me. - 
Fer. Tortures and ! Wretch, loſe all but thar. 
Ri. afide to Ferd. , let him rave on. 
He's loſt all uſe of Reaſon in this Fic 
Of Love's high Fever; but it cannot laſt. 
Leave him with me, I'll watch its Crifis and Declenſion. 
Firſt, I'll remove the Cauſe, this fatal Charmer, 
Then ſoon my Siſter ſhall reſtore his Reaſon. 
Fer. *Tis well advisd— Guards ſtay— obey my Lord. 
- Curſt be this Frantick Love, that raſhly hurries 
Unequal Pairs into the Nuptial Noole! 
. How bitter proves the fair forbidden Fruit ! 
How loft, how naked Man then finds himſelf ! 
How ſhort, how falſe the Bliſs, how long the Woe;z - +. 1 
A few good Nights, a thouſand diſmal Days. Wh) off 
Then the fierce Lover grows a tame dull Husband, * 1 <1: 
And the kind Miſtreſs a vexatious Wife. | | 
How like an Aſs, how like himſelf he looks, 
Wiſhing to part, more than he did to joyn; . 
While Wife and Husband cusſe th' unequal ſtate, 
' Wedded for Love, then Cuckolded for'Hate. + [ExitFerd, 
Ri. Retire you tempting Miſchief to your Chamber. 
Y Pla. Oh | rather to a Cell. | 4 
Ri. Leave that to me. 
Pla. Oh ! once more let me ſee him. 
-Rz. You ſhall not ſee him more. 
{ Fabiano who 4s talking to the Captain, runs ſuddenly 


to prevent her going . out. 
Fr  £omg us 
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Fab. See me no more ? then Pm poor indeed ; 
Yes, I will ſee her, tho' her ſighe were Death. 

Fib. Forbear ! Deſpair is fancick; pl 

Fab. Forbear ! Delpair is trantick ; play not wgh it; 
T've loſt all hopes-but of one parting look ; 2 is 
Rob me not of that laſt, that cruel pleaſure. 

Pla. Oh rigid Fate, why mult I thus undo him? 
© But I my ſelf ſhall ſoon be more than puniſh'd, 
* Loneſome, ſelf-baniſh'd, buried to the World, 
« My Life ſhall be a kind of ling'ring Death. | 
«© Courſe Weeds my Cl a poor Cell my Lodging, 
« Bare Walls my only proſpe&, the cold Ground, 
* Or harder Floor, my Bed ; and Grief my End. 

Fab. © Oh! why did I come back ! why wou'd I ſee her! 

Pla. © Then, if at dead at Night you chance to wake, 
* Oh! think of me, and oy, now Placentia 
© Ts riſen in the Dark, an in the Cold, 
« To pray for me, to pray for her Fabiano-: 
« For then will I be on my Knees, 
© That Heay'n may you and your future Bride. 

Fab. Too gen'rous Fair, Oh ! ſpare your Grief's Profuſion ; 
Show me leſs Love, be cruel out of Pity ; 
Tell me you hate me,. I ſhall be-lefs wretched. 

PJa. I cahnot 5 Oh ! then leave me, quickly leave me ; 
Fly my Contagious Grief. Oh! *ewill you. 
I merit not your Care, much lefs your Love. = 
And yet forgive, and let me Love you hu. AL 

your Gri impoſe it on me, Heav'n! 

For I am grown familiar with ii 
Bur live, and think your Death my greateſt dread. 

Fab. Then I muſt ſtrive to live : But oh ! Placentia, 
*T will coft my Love much dearer than to dye. 
If one Hour's Abſence made me wild with Sorrow, 
How ſhall I live, for ever parted from Ju, 
By Hills and Seas, and the more fatal Cloyſter ? 
How bear the Sun ſhou'd rife, the Sun ſhou'd ſer, 
And I ne're bleſt with my Placentia's fight ? 
Yet fear not, my Complaints ſhou'd reach your Cell. 
No, not ſo much as the Tidings of my Death 
Shall give you cauſe to think there liv'd on Earth 
So loſt a Wretch as I. 

Rj. Takes her away, ſhe heightens his Diſtration. 


Fah. 
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Fab. Oh! ſtay one moment more, then tear me from my ſelf 
Here let me ſcal my everlaſting Leave. | IEs 
| [ Kiſſes ber Hand, 


Farewel, thu Innocent, thou bleſt Deſtruion ! \ 
Kind Cruelty, ſweet Torment of my Soul ; 
All that's Delight and Pain tranſcending Thought ; 
My Soul, my Blefling, and my earthly Heay'n. 
Pla. Farewel. 
Ric. Part them. | 
Fab. Oh |! let me take atiother parting Look. | 
R;. Force 'em aſunder. [Ricardo's Servants ſtrive to part 'm. 
Capt. I cannot bear | 
Ri. Hold, ſtir not, on your Lives. 
{= [Ti the Captain and bis Attendamts. 
Fab. Hold, impious, facrilegious. Villains, hold ! 
Pull, hale, drag, cut, part, tear me Limb from Limb, 
Yet ſtill I'll hold — ſhe's gone. 
[ Struggles with Ricardo's Mem. 
Pla. Farewel, thou dear unhappy Man, farewel, 
| [ Placentia is led oF: 
Fab. Wolves, Tigers, Fiends, you ſhall not ſcape unpuniſh'd. 
Ri. aſide.) He'll but obſtru me, if he ſtays —— Tl free him. 
To Fab.] My Lord, 'twas needful Cruelty co force you from her. 
But I'll yet prove your Friend, and free you inſtantly, 
Go travel x 028 you, pleaſe ; Tl! not impoſe X 
My Siſter on-you, tho' your Father wou'd. 
This private way you may get out 
Fa. to Ri.] Tho' I can't thank you, I accept the offer. 
Tothe Captain aſide.] Captain, once more Tl ery toſeePlacentias 
Then Tll aboard. your Br Ann agajD, | 
Capr. My Lord, part of my Men alhore keep cloſe together, 
The reſt aboard wait for us : All the Slaves 
Sit ready at their Oars. 
Fa. Alas ! poor Men ! here 
Tho' they're not half ſo wretched as my ſelf. 
Ri. Guards I diſmiſs you, | 
[ Ex. Fabiano, Captain, ant his Attendants one way, and 
| the Guards another way, 
He's gone, and ſhe's ſecur' d — fo far "tis well 
Page, tell Placentia, that Fabiano's here, 
And has prevail'd with me to kt him fee her. TEx:t Serwvanr. 
This may decoy her hither ——— my Time's ſhort, 
Yet I will fetch thee back, and rug with thee, 
4 Thus 
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Thou ſhifring Fortune —<-— E're thou part'ſt from me, 
- Reſolve to leave ſome of the ſpoyls I hold 
I will riot be left naked — Emer Placentia baſily. 
Pla. Hah ! deceiv'd ——— 
Ri,” Nay, ſtart not back, hes gone for ever now. 
Pla. And do you think to keep me here by force ? 
Rz. Yes, force muſt a&, when kinder uſage fails : 
I'll give-you ſtill an hour : But then reſolve 
To wed me, or appeaſe my am'rous Rage, 
Pla. Wer'c thou as great, as Lawleſs Pow'r cou'd make thee, 
And I as poor as Nature firſt deſign'd me, 
Know, rather than I'd ſerve thy horrid pleaſures, 
I'd Fly to Deſarts, to the Land of Sorrow, 
Bear with the want of freedom, light and food. 
Nay, I-wou'd plunge in Seas, and ev'n in Hell, 
But that, I know, thou wou'dſt torngent:me there. 
Such is my hate, I'll deſperately dare, 
And, to ſhun Thee, all other Curſes bear. 
Ri. Then hear thy Doom. Out of meer Spightl love thee, 
Love thee with moſt inveterate bent of min 
And thus will hate thee worſe ; yes worſe Pl hate thee, 
When force has gain'd what thou deny'ſt my Love. 
That which will quench my Flame, ſhall kindle thine ; 
Then for the Pleaſing Cure to me thoule run, 
Still cloſe thou'lt follow, but as faſt I'll ſhun : 
From wealth, from me, Tl calmly ſee thee torn, 
And leave thee nothing but thy naked fcorn. 
Pla. Hear thou, the ſurer fate attends thy Crimes ; 
In ſudden wealth, as ſudden a decay : 
Then univerſal hate, in prefling want ; 
And, in that want, fickneſs without Relief. 
"Thus lingring, thou ſhale envy ſtarving beggars; 
Shame and Reproach clogging thy heavy hours. 
Then, guilty conſcience hurrying on ys a 
Hang between Heav'n and Earth, as fit for neither ; 
And none Endeav'ring thy curſt life to ſave, 
Dye without Tears or Pray'rs , and want a Grave. Exit, 
Ri. "Tis well chou*rt gone, proud . ers. I'm urg'd fo far, 
I ſcarce cou'd hold from making good my Threats, 
'Tis yet too ſoon, but ifmy loc linens 
Thou ſhalt. be mine , or bear thy ſhare of Ruin. 
If I'm left hopeleſs, hope not to be ſpar'd. 
No, whenT fall unpittied, periſh Nature ; 
; Dye all that's bumane in ma Revenge ; 
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Like a fall'a Spright to deſperation drivn, 

I'd be more damn'd to _ my Foes from heav*r ; 
With pow'rful ſpight T'l1 all their hopes deſtroy, 


A CT Iv. 
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Enter Morat, and Zemet, who keeps at a diſtance. 
Morat, TY Day's grown old, and almoſt loſt in night : 


The wind with ſtronger ſighs ſalutes the Flowers, 
Deſcending Clouds embrace and kiſs the Earth. 
And, while the Sun on the Sea's boſome keſts 
Th' officious Moon, who winks, with half a face, 
Lends a fecurer light to meeting Lovers. 
For now they meet ; Th' impatient happy youth 
| Sees hiskind Nymph come tripping ore the Plain : + 
| "They fly, they ruſh into each others arms, 
| The Lover's Bleſs'd and rifles all her Charms. 
| Thus eager, but leſs certain, here I come 
, To ſeek my better Fate, my lov'd Placentia. 
| Make haſte, O night, extend thy ſable Wings ! 
Let Nature wear a blacker Face than mine, 
When the Fair owns her Love, and Imy ſelf, 
When with kind Rudenefs, I force willing Kiſſes, 
Hide, hide Placentia's bluſhes from my Eyes, 
Or with Exceſs of joy, the bleſs'd Vincentio dyes. 

Enter Ricardo, and two Bravoes. 
- Rs, But are you ſure the Ship's at your diſpoſal. 

x Bra. The Brigantine is ours, my Lord; we could not 
Get one for any hire ; but ſeiz'd on this with caſe. 
| Moſt of the men were gone aſhore. Beſides 
| The Captain is a new revolted Pyrate, 
X Who was as glad of us as we of him, Enter Servants with 
; Lights, which they ſet upon the Table. 

| | Huſh! here's the Moor !=—In alf an hour attend. me, 


| ; . All Nature's buſineſs ſeems now to be Love. 
| 
| 


> ct 


Morat. 


And drag 'em downwards with a diſmal Joy. . Exit, 


Work in each Street gives way to ſoft amuſements : 
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Morat aſide. Whiſp'ring and Bravoes! ſure there's miſchief 
For once PT ll force my ſelf to ſeem a Villain, + - (hatching. 
'To ſift out, and prevent it —— 
Ri. Youre punctual, worthy Moor, but why fo thoughtful ? 
Morat, T was but thinking 


Why men, who know each other to be Cheats, 
 Shou'd to their prejudice ftrive to ſeem honeſt, 


Ri, What, do you think I now difſemble with you ? 
Merat, Why not, my Lord? ſince I my ſelf diſſembled. 

Ri. How! you ? plain-dealing blunt Aerat diſlemble ? 
Mor. We all for Love, Revenge, or Int'reſt feign, q 


And all, for diff*rent ends, ſeem diffrent men, 


Then ſhift like Play'rs, and are outſelves again. 


Ev'n the moſt wiſe, with ſtudied labour, hide, 


When flatter'd, Joy ; and when exalted, Pride. 

Old Maids, if ſach there be, diſſemble youth ; 

Young Widows, ſorrow ; Wives and Husbands, truth. 
The heir feigns Joy, if his ſick friends revive, 

Yet almoſt dyes for grief that they're alire-; 

The Trader rails at 'Thieves who Foreſts range, 
Cants, prays, yet cheats, and ſhakes a whole Exchange. 
The Common Jile, with face and paffion feign'd, * 


_ ſome rich fool, nor leaves him, till he's drain'd. 
Di 


iſtembling's all Mankind's Prerogative 

We know 'tis us'd by all, yet ſtill believe, 

And thus are all deceiv'd, and all alike deceive. 

Ri. T've been deceiv'd indeed. What, wow'd you tempt 
Your Convert to relapſe ? 

Mor. Come, come, unmask my Lord, I'm bare-fac'd now, 
And know you ; know me too ; Im left Executor, 
And the Will gives your Siſters and Placentia 
Moſt of th' Eſtate. I've nothing but my Sword ; 

Command it, and my Pow'r, ſo I may ſhare 

Some of the gain you by my means may reap. 

Ri. Shall I believe thee true'? 

Mor, Like all mankind, true to my Intereſt, 

R;. Then thoult be true to me——— " 


wit b 
Table. 


Morat. 


Come to my arms, thou ſureſt, beſt of friends. 

ith feeble Oaths we'll not each other bind ;; 

o Tye but Int'reſt ſtrongly links mankind, 

Mor. You love Placentia ? | 

R;. I love no Woman, bit I luſt for all ; 

nd her above the reſt ; tho hopeleſs yet : = 

But now I've a deſign, you ſoon ſhall know — A flowihh fors 


Hark, Muſic !— {ure this Serenade's for. her ; Serenade, 
5 ns I 2 'Tis 
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"Tis giv'n {o-near her Window ; let's put out 
The lights ; perhaps we may know more, They put out the Lights. 

Morat, Placentia | hah ! I find Iam not proof 
Againſt th'intruding Monſter Jealouſy. 
Out of my heart, thou gnawing envious paſlion ! 
Tho look'ſt fo like a Vice, I will not lodge Thee. 

A Serenadint Symphiny « beard, as from without, 
Enter Placentia while 'tis perform'd. 

Pls. What wretch has chos'n this night for Sexenades? 
Alas ! my.only Charmer's gone for ever, 
And with him allthe Joys theſe Notes wou'd ſummon. 
They might as well before Church-windows revel, 
And with unheeded Numbers tempt the Dead. 
Yet have my hopeleſs wiſhes drawn me hither, 
Where I unſeen may. beſt inform my ſelf, 
Whether, as Iſuſpe, theſe are not his Muſicians, 
Perhaps he's not gone yet, but ſtays to free me. 
Time was I ſhou d have trembl'd thus alone, 
But Grief and Fear itſelf have made me bold. 

Enter Fabiano, Captain, a Servant, with a dark Lanthorn, 

Ha ! who are theſe ? 

Fa. She'Fhere; fear not, my Soul. *Tis your adorer. 


Aorat, Ha ! (ſtarting. 
Rz, Stir not yet. (aſide to Mor. | 


Fa. Take this, thou friendly guide, with my beſt-Thanks, 
And watch to let us out. [Givtsthe Servant Money, Ex. Servant. 

Pla: Oh! Iam all furprize. Why wou'd you veature thus ? 
Why, with this Muſick ? Is't to puniſh me? 

Fa. Think not-thoſe accents meant to move the Soul. 
Oh ! lovely Maid, more Muſick's in your name ; 
They're but the mournful Prelude to my Dirge ; 

And ſerve t'amuſe obſerving Spyes one way, 

Thar we more ſafely may eſcape another : 

For I am come once more to ſee and free you, 
Then go, where my deſpair ſhall neer torment you. 

Pla. Oh I muſt ſhare your grief where e're you go ; 
You never can be abſent from my hearc. 

Morat. I hope, I dream. (alde:) 
Is this the love I bleſt my ſelf.withal ! OY 

Fa. Sighs ſtop my words. 

Pla. And Tears obſtru& my ſight, 

Fa, Oh! if you lov'd! ; 

Pls. I love you but too well, 

For my. Soul's quiet, dear unhappy man. 


bts. 
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Morat, Oh curſed ſound ! he'slov'd ! he's but too happy.»/ide- 
Pla, Go proſecute your generous Deſign, 
See foreign Lands, and viſit diſtant Courts! 
Fa. Since you will have me go, I will Placentia: F 
Bur not to Courts. No, I will fin& ſome Deſart : 
There will lingerout a wretched Peing, 
Till grief that nurſe of Sighs, can.yield no more, 
And with your name upon my Lips, I dye. 
Pls. Alas , my Wilkes contradict themſelves ; 
I wiſyou'd lov'd me ſtill, I wiſh you wou'd forget me. 
Yet love me, love me ſtill, where ere you go. 
Morat. Racks, WheelF and Vultures ! — (afide.) 
Pla. Stay, but one moment, I will ferch ſome Jewels ; 
* Topay my Portion to the Monaſtry, 
* Then 111 fly thither under your conduc, 
For there's no ſafety here, now brave Vincentio's Dead. Ex- Pls. 
Merat, Oh |! that he were 7--- (afide.) I can forbearno longer, 
Who are you there, that with falſe Lights and Vows 
Seek to diſhonor noble families, (Zemer comes up ro Morat.,) 
By raviſhing young Virgins from their Houles ? 
Fa. Whoe're thou art, I juſtly fling the lye back in thy face. 
Mor. Our quarrel's juſt o both ſides, if 't beſo: ; . 
Then let not odds on mine-c're make it leſs. - 
How many are you arm'd 2 
Fa. We're only two, yet dare dehe you all ; 


.Tho, if the Moon's faine light deceives me not, youre three. 


Mer. That ſhall not be ; Ricardo, now ſtand by. Draw, Zemet!. 
Ri. aſide. No, Ill get lights —T hope they'll rid meof a Rival, 
; Exit Ricardo.” 
Fa, Whoe're thou art, tho thy Reproach was baſe, 
Yet-this proceeding's noble. Wot'd we had 
The Sun to light us to each other's face. I wou'd ſee thine, 
Let's to ſome- fitter place to fight this quarrel, 
For which I know no motive but thy Rudeneſs. 
Mor. Yes, there are many; but my face wou'd ſhow 
By light but little otherwiſe than now. 
I am the Moor, deceas'd Vincentio's friend.- 
Fa. I everlovd him ; 
And, for his ſake,I wou'd not kill thee, Moor, 
Mor. But he- wou'd thee, if he were in my place, 
For ſtealing thus from him Placentia's love. 
But I1I revenge ar once his wrongs and mine, 
Fa. Were he alive-1d not invade his right; }. 
And as for thee, how canſt thou ſay I wrong'd thee ? 4 
oy, 


Dr ren ——_——_— on - 
Cr ee rr rear re ener eres 
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' Mer. Oh ! ye immortal Pow'rs ! What, haveI got 
"A talking ſyllogiſtick Enemy ? 
And for a prize great as Placentia's heart ? 
Know, whoſoe're thou art, .I love Placentia, 
Wil thatyet rouſe thy Courage ? 
Fa, Hah! Thou love her ! 
Vile Black ! T'll free her from that ſhame, or dye. 
Morat fights Fabiano, the Capt. fights Zemet, and diſarms 
vim out of ſight, then (to joyn with Fabiano,) be Re-emters, 
ſupporting him{[elf on his Sword. ; 

Zem- (without.) Diſarm'd | Curſt Chance ! Help | Help! 

Caper. Unlucky Wound ! he has hurtThe in the Thigh, 

And now Im uſeleſs, [ Falls, 
Enter Placentia, who offers to ſtep between them. 

Pla. Oh! hold ! or know you kill a harmleſs Maid.[They fop. 

Avrat, Madam, retire. | 

Fa. Leave us a while, dear Madam, 

Pla. No, here I'll take my death, .or hinder yours. 

Fs, Oh | fly ! while this Moor lives, I cannot free you. 

Pla. Ah! why. fo cruel, Moor ! 

Morat. Tlove and will not loſe you: 

P/a. Thename of love ispoiſon'don thy Tongue. 

.Oh! ſully not my Virtue with thy paſſion. 
Can you now think me worth your care, my Lord ? 

Fi. Heav'ncan receive no ſpots from Blaiphemy ; 
But, ſpight of that, the pious pay their duty, E 
And mine's to dye orfree you. Offers to fight again.) 

Pla. Oh! ſtay | hold ! if you love yourſelves or me, 
Who firſt deliſts, I'll think the trueſt lover. 

Fa. Muſt T not puniſh him ? Sbe ſuddenly interpoſes and 

"EE holds Fabiano, 
Pla. Yes in my arms Thus puniſh himmore ſafely. 
Now, Moor, if thou woud'ſt kill him, kill me too. 
Enter Ricardo, Zemet, and Servants; with lights. 
Mlbor. Fabiano ' 
Rj. How does my worthy friend ? 
Mor. Oh ! neyer worſe. 
, R;, Where are you wounded, Sir ? | 
Aor.. Oh ! at the heart — by killing jealouſy. 
Fa, Madam, till morning I muſt leaveyou here, 
And then I'll wait on you. | 
' Pla, Oh that's too long, where honour is unſafe. 
Mer. Let him protec you there, if I am-grown 
So fear'd a Raviſher. 
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Fa, Madam, we will : my wounded friend wants help,” 
The Moor is brave, and thus we muſt be ſafe. 
Mer .Zemet, While I retire, ſtay and obſerve 'em. Ex.Morzz; 
R3. O do not fear me, Madam : what I threatn'd 
Is far from my intent, 'twas bur to fri ght you 
Into complying. I adore your virtue. FThe Captain & carried in, 
Oh pardon me, be bleſt, and make me ſo.[He kneels toPlacentia. 
Emer Laura, with her two Children led by Servants. 
. Lau. Confuſion : 7 | 
Ri. Hah! They fart and look amatedly at each other:- 
Lau. Ruin'd ! ® 9/ | oy 
Ri. Both, if you ſtay. (4ſide to Laura.) 
You found me begging here a reconcilement ' 
Of this fair Enemy, who's wedded to a Cloyſter ; , 
But T'll withdraw with you, to know what fit 
Uſurps your patience, -Madam. 
Las. No, learn that here. 
R3. Oh hold ! retire, or we're undone. (Afede to Laura. 
Law. No, perjur'd man. All here ſhall known my wrongs. 
Deſpair diſclaims Reſerves: 'ris as I fear'd : | 
Impatient Creditors drive me from home, 
Juſt now my goods were ſeiz'd, and here thy heart. 
All, all, I find, is loſt y of what the fondneſs 
Of my late Husband left me when he dy'd,' 
I've nothing now, but theſe his helpleſs Infants; 
Theſe Innocents, depriv'd like their poor Mother, 
Ev'n of a place to lay their little heads. 
1 Child. Oh ſad! have we then ner another home ? 
I'm hungry, cold, and tjr'd, indeed I am. 
Las, Oh wretched Children, but more wretched Mother ? 
Fa. This Scene adds grief to grief, yet tempts to ſtay : 
Ri, I ſhare your ſorrows, Madam : Let's withdraw, 
You may expe to find a friend in me. 
Law A friend ! how cold, how unlike one he talks ! 
And looks, as if Iwere his Wife already. 
Im loſt, he's falſe! I ſaw it. This confirms it. 
I can no longer doubt the dreadful truth, 


But if Revenge ——- [Looks angrily upm Placentia,” 1 
Pla. I dare no longer ſtay. Going , 

| Law, Stay, thou invader of my right. Patt 
Fa, Hold, Madam. (Interpoſing 


Lau. Stay, I'm all patience yet ! 
Let me peruſe you, Madam 
Thou vulgar thing, thou Face mean as thy Birth, 


How * 


( 40.) 


How duſt thou tempt the Creature of my Lore £7 


"Im now convinc'd that nothing but a Philtre 


Cound thus divert his choice from me to thee. 


"But wer't thou Beauty's Queen , thy charms are vain, 


I'd blaſt themall, my conqueſt to maintain. 
Dare but to hope my flave to diſengage, 
Nor heav'n itſelf ſhall ſhield thee from my Rage. ; 
Pla. If Don Ricards's yours, pray keep him, Madam. 
Tcou'dev'n hate my ſelf for pleaſing him ; 
Thenthink not I'll e're court his odious Love, 


'Sooner (hall freedom doat on Tyragny, 


Sooner will I be perjur'd, or he true. [ Ex. Plac. led by Fabiano. 
Zem. after "em 

Las, By her Diſdain, it ſhou'd be ſo, — Juſt Powers ! 

Shou'd he ſhun me, to doat on one who ſhuns him, 

'Twou'd be Revenge, yer heighten my Diſgrace. 

Am I then fallen ſo low to ſeek him whom ſhe ſeorns ? 
Rj, I till am ctrug&— But hear me. [aſide to Laura, 
Las. No, thou can'ſt only be thy ſelf, and falle. 


'I've heard too much, I'n1 cur'd at once and loath thee. 


I thoughtnot, I ſo tamely con'd have born 
Thy change ; bur 'tis fo poor, I ſcorn thee now. 
Raiſe ns, xs a6 SAE&9 
High as they ſtood, - our contra ſhall' be void. 
Ri. Can you mean this? 
Lan. Witneſs it, all that hear me ! 
Ri. Then be it ſo. 
Lau. Do you conſent ? 
Ri. I do. 
Lew. Firſt periſhſhe, thou, I and all the World. 
Verfidious Fool ! cou'd'ſt thou preſume to think 
I'd give thee leave to live and be another's ? 
Ri. I wasa fool, for Ibeliev'd a Woman ! 
Lau. And] a greater, Ibelievd a Man ——— | 
Rj. What ſhall I do? out of meer pity I muſt uſe her ill:(afide 
Curſt be your Love, and your afſuming Pride, 
Still thus Vexatious, but moſt curſt your Cunning ! 
Thus do too many of your Sex deceive us ; 
ror they can feign and lye and weep at will. — 
Reſerv'dneſs is a Bawd to their ſtol'n pleaſures, 
For, asſ{ome wear fine Cloaths with empty purles, 
They've but the dreſs of virtue, nor the ſubſtance. 
Their modeſty's as thin, as are their Veils, 
Wornalike ev'ry where, bu tin cheir Chambers. 
Their Reaſon is aSlave to their wild Paſſions, Their 


| 


Their honeſty to the Deſires of Men, 

And their belt vertue's damn'dHypocriſy: 
Lau, Ard whar's your Sexe's who thus rail at ours, 

To hide your worſe diſſembling, which all ours 

Is but to Counterplot ; while all the faults, 

For which you blame us, ars ſtill caus'd by you ? 

You, whoall promiſe, and who all betray ; 

Who uſe your ſtronger ſenſe to ruin our weakneſs : 

And take a greater freedom to be bad, 

Nay, boaſt ev'n of more vice than you can a& ; 

Force us to feign, and live recluſe like Slaves, 

Yet damn us for a'ſlip, of which you glory, 

You, proud, deluding, treach'rous Tyrant——<Men : 

Your very Heroes are but bold Deſtroyers, 

Your good Companions are but Libertines, - (Walks about 

And your fond Lovers but deſigning Traytors. diſcontentedly. 
Ri. to er I find 'tis vain to think toucrail a Woman. 

I muſt try ſofter means. : 

Truſt me, were both undone, if you rave on ; To Laura fol- 

But if you're calm, 1'lldouble your Eſtate. lowing ber. 
Lau. Cruel, how durſt thou thus affrone my Love ? | 

What did I ever wiſh for, but thy heart ? 

Did I deſire thy wealth ? Did I not give thee 

All I U and beggar theſe young wretches, 

Whoſe ſight now fills my drooping Soul with Grief, (weeps) 

And ſinks my ſpirits to the loweſt ebb ; 

For, with our Wealth, our Spirits ſink, I find. 
Rz. Oh check that Love-=Y ou know not what you ask, 

Whate're I ſeem, I fcorn t undo you more. 

Iam—Oh! I ſhall ſay roo much ! | ſwear, (aſide 

The diſmal truth was on my lips ———Farewel — (Going 
Las, Stay | Oh ! I dye with ſhame, but cannot leave him. 

Heav'ns, is this he who {wore eternal truth ! ( Holds him 
Rj. Do, rail on, curſe me, hate me, ſcorn me, ſpurn me, 

That I may dare to wrong you, or we're ruind! *+ 

Heav'n knows'tis fate, more than my falſehood, parts us —— 
Eau. Oh racks ! oh pangs! oh that we could but deal 

With love, when {lighted, .as we can with friendſhip, 

Part company, and love and friendſhip too- 

But 'rwill not be ---—---- I burſt with grief and rage. 

Muſt I bear this ? Is there no way to caſe 2 

My Rival---Iil find her out, and give her inſtant death.(Geing 
Riz. Hold Madam | (Ricardo binders her. 
Law, Let me go. 


K Rz. 


Rj. You muſt not. 
Lax. Prevented | and by thee ? Oh my heart breaks ! 
My Rage works inwards——help ; L-faint——T dye? 
Swoons in her Womens arms, and « laid in an Arm.Chair, 
Wor, Oh help my Lady ! 
R;, Run to my Cloſet ! I've rich Cordials there — 
By heavens I pity her ! Exit Ricardo's Servant, 
Yes, from my Soul I do. Her Charms, her Love 
Deſerve a better fate ! Oh ! I cou'd kill my ſelf, 
My moſt unhappy fickle ſelf! but hold ! 
Wou'd that relieve her? No: Then live, Ricardo, 
Live to ſupply her wants out of Placentia's fortune: 
But how # while Laura lives, ſhe'll ſtill obſtruct thee. 
* Oh! whither am I driv'n ? Thoughts not ſo far ! 
* But if ſhe lives we're ruin'd both ! a dreadful truth ? 
© I feel a ſtrange Remorſe. 
Stay, Life's to her a greater pain than Death. 
Then let her dye — 
* Down checking ſcruples. Let me tell my Soul 
**”Tis a kind a&, and neceſſary miſchief, 
Re-enter Servant with a Caſe of Bottles, Ri. opens it, takes out 
owe, and cauſes ſome drops to be pour d into Laura's mouth. 
Few drops of this will ſoon reſtore her ſences 
And in few hours give her eternal reſt, [ aſide. 
Woman. How yolr hand ſhakes, my Lord. | 
Rj, Alas! I'm much concern'd for han, poor Lady ———— 
See, ſhe revives. 
Lau. More cruelly to dye. 
For, tothe wretched, Life's a puniſhment, 
And moſt to me, loſt, hopeleſs, yet ſtill loving. 
Oh women, women, boaſt your pow'r no more. 
How ſoon our pride'is humbled ! firſt we triumph, 
But oh 'tis only with more weight to feel 
TH inſolting ſcorn of our Rebellious Slaves, 
Weep, Laura weep ! Think how with this falſe Charmer 
(Checking thy native haughtineſs of Soul) 
Thou cou'dſt have liv'd an humble Cottage mate, 
A pattern to al Wives, Yet now he flights thee ; 
Tho ruin'd for his ſake, and unpoſleſt: | 
Oh let merave, be mad, tear, tear my- hair, 
My face, my eyes, curſe their weak Charms, 
Groan on the ground, and groyel till at laſt 
It hides me ina Grave. Throws-herſelf on the ground: 
Ri. Pray, Madam, rife. 
There's 


Ther&® ati apartmetit ready to receive you. > SICA 
Las, Away {-»-Think not T'll ſtay in this angrateful Hoetife : 
No, let me lye expos'd to the bleak Air, 
On the cold pavement, in ſome loneſome ſtreet ; 
A Lodging fit for my forlorn condition ; 
While my poor Children, freezing, tir'd, half famiſlic, 
With tears and moans pierce the moſt cruel hearts, 
And with cold ſcraps feed miſerable life; 
Oh diſmal, diſmal thought ! But 'twill not long torment me : 
T ſhall run mad, I hope. Yet then, I fear, 
As on my Straw I rave, a doleful ſpectacle, 
Still with a ſigh to all my Sex I'll cry, 
Thus, thus, poor Lawafares for being true. 
Rz, Oh ! how this ſhakes my Soul ! ſhe ſhall not dye. (aſide. 
Run, fetch Phyſicians — But hold, I'm mad too. 
How will that help her ?—— Gently raiſe her up, 
Then lead her hence to reſt. | They raiſe her up: 
Lau, Tt muſt be to the Grave then. Wou'dit were, 
So my curſt Rival were but there with me ! 
.Oh how the thoughts of her inflame my Soul ! 
May a wrong'd woman'sCurfes ſoon o'retake her, 
Wrinkles, Deformity, Defires, and Scorn, | 
DetraRing blaſt her fame, worſt es her Charms, 
Eternal Diſappointnients, Grief, Diſquiet, 
Confuſion Shame, and Miſery like mine | | 
Purſue her, and the cauſe of my Deſpair. (Ex. Lau. cum ſus. 
Ri.to bimſef.How my Soul's rackthame combating with pity! 
Methinks I fee her ſtill, and the Bant's working ——— 
I feel her Pangs, I hear her Groans - Oh horror! 
Emttr Bravoes, and Lieutenant, 
Brav, My Lord ———— | | 
Ri, to himſelf. Tt ſhall not be ; I'll fave her, tho I periſh — 
Bra. My Lord | He's loſt in thought. 
; Ri. to biwſelf. But will that caſe her 2 
Bra, My Lord =—— | 
Rj, Hah ! ( — 
Bra. T've brought the Captain of the Ship ; our friends 
Wait with his men without. 
R;. I thank thee, Hell ! thou haſt determin'd me. aſide 
Plate, Money, Jewels, and the chief, the Women, 
This very night ſhall all be ſhipt for Afric. | 
To the Bravo. Come, let's make all things ready for ourflight ; 
Then in Placentia's Lodgings ſeize Fabiano ; 


He'll be an Hoſtage for our future Pardon, 
z , K 2 'Oh 
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Oh Laws ! — ButI cannot help thy Fall 
Neceflity makes Villains of us all. | 


Enter Placentia, Fabiano, | 
Pla. Of” haſte, let's fly, my Lord !-—Ricards's Threats; 
His buſie gloomy Looks, his odd Expreflions, 
That Lady's wrongs, her Rage, and all things here, 
Muſt have convinc d you, 'tis unſafe to. ſtay. 
Fa, But oh my Captain ? 
Pls. The danger cannot reach him.. 
* Enter three Bravoes, who ſurprize Fab. take his Sword, 
throw it by, and bind him, 
Fa. Ha! Villains! by whoſe orders am I ſeiz'd ? 
x Bra. By Don Ricardo's hedeſigns no hurt : 
As for you, Madam, you muſt now deliver 
Your Money, Plate, and Jewels ; elſe we've orders. 
To take 'em all by force. 
Pls. Afliſt me then, Deſpair ! (aſide. 
If there's no Remedy, go with me yonder ; To them 
You'll find much more.than e're your hearts cou'd wiſh: 
x Bra, Search ev'ry where, whileI attend Ricardo, Exit. 
Two of the Braves run to the place pointed'te*em by Placentia, 
ſhe ſteps our after 'em, locks a door, and re-enters immediately, 
Pls. By happy ChanceTve locke the Villains in, 
While eagerly they ruſh'd to ſeize their Prey — 
I muſt unbind you,. but I tremble ſo, 
I ſcarce have pow'r to do it. [ She begins to unbind him, 
' EnterRicardo baſftily, with a Dagger in his band, 
R;. Hold ! 
Pla. and Pa, Halt ! 
R;. Attempt to free him, and he dyes. 
Fs. Thys Robbers ſteal our wealth, then leave us bound 
Rz. You're robb'd of nothing ſince ſhe'd be a N un ; 
Neither ſhall you be left, but go with us, 
Fa. She not go. 
Pls. Villain, I will not go ; 
And rather wou'd be wedded to the Plague. 
R;. Oh! how that bluſh of Rage, that ſullen Grace, 
That 


\ 
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That ſcornful ſmile, now blended with a frown, 
That ſoft Emotion, and that wild of Beauty 
Fire my hot blood ! It mantles, bubbles, boyls ! 
-2 full Veins ſwell, and the revulfive Red 
Whirls fluſhing o're my face. Oh I'mall tranſport ! 
L muſt, will be bleſt, The coy Placentia, 
Since ſhe'll not be my Wife, ſhall be my Miſtreſs, 
Come, quickly yield ! for I'll this very momene. 
SEcure my bliſs; leſt my deſign ſhou'd fail 
Fa. If thon'rt a man, unbind and kill me firſt. 
Ri. Rave on, and like the damn'd now feel a hell, 
To ſee me ſeize the-Heav'n of love by force. 
Pla, Oh ſave me, heavhn! Riards, think of heav'n. 
Fa. Hold! Is the man loſt in the luſtful Brute ? 
Thou lookſt a man, then bear thee now like one, 
Ri. SoTintend ——- Come, with me, orT'll force you. | 
Pulls Pla. while Fabiano s ſtriving privately to unbind bimſelF. - 

Pla. Can fruit while immature indulge the Taſte? 
Oh! ſtay. donot prophane th' unyielding Tree ;. 

Kind ales and neceſkty at laſt 
May ripen crabbed hate to gen'rous Love. 

Ri. I ſcorn the fruit which of icſelfdo's fall, 

I love a pleaſure I muſt ſtruggle for, 
' Pla, Yourappetite's deprav'd, your Love diſtemper'd.. 

Rs, If 'tis deprav'd, and t'other a diſeaſe, 

Then, ſweet or ſfowr, the Phyfick muſt be taken ; 
Beſides, Reſiſtance will enhauace the btefling ; 
Infatiate in the Riot of my Joys, 

T'll bribe, or teach, vr force you to be pleas'd. 

T'll graſp the trembling, panting, ſtruggling Maid, 
Grac'd with variety of new diſorder ; 

Her dreſs, her treiſes looſe, and in her face 

Roſes, and Lillies in alternate chaſe. 

Fll ſee her beg, and beg, to be ey += By, 
With heaving breaſts, foft looks, ſhort balmy Sighs, 
Kind broken words, and trickling pearly Tears, 
While my proud Rival by, ſees, rages, and deſpairs. 

Fa. Racks, Wheels, and Fires, muſtI be ſtill reſtrain'dj 
(friving to wnbind bis leg s. 
R;. Comply ! 
Pla. 1 muſt not. 
R;j, Marry me then. 


Pla. Hope. "Fo 
R3.. I hate long Sieges — *Tis Soldier-liks to Storm, " 
| bs 


— me cena SIE. —_— 
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'ThouFos to thy ownPleaſure —— what ſtill fooliſh ? 
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"Pla, But not to Rtorm weak woman ! Oh'! forbear ! (kneel;, 
Ri. I'll fab thee then. [ In a threatning poſture, then ſuddenly 


P/z. Uilchank you. ; embraces her : 
Rj, When'tis done thou charming ſtubborn Folly. 


Sure I can grapple with you. (Lord ! 
Pla. Oh Heav'n! Cruſh, cruſhus both with [Thunder ! oh ! my 
a. Cunit Sight! Death to my Eyes ! Hell to my Soul ! 

I cannot bear tt 

Blaſt, Thunder, ſtriek, burn, tear me or my bands ! ———- 

Ha! — Now, Fate, I half forgive thee—= Riſes, baving freed 

Turn, Monfter-! .@ bs Legs, comes up to Ricardo. 
Ri. Away ! fly inſtant Fate ! 'tis in my hand. 

* Thou mayſt more _ tempt the greedy Lyon, 


© When with contracted Paws he grumbles o're his prey. 

Be gone! I never threaten twice. | 

Villain, ftab, or defift. - Puſhes Ric. roughly. 
Ri, Fond, raſh fool, take thy wiſh! Offers to tab him, Pla. 
Foz, Hah ! What means Placentia ? ſteps between, 
Pla. To rob you of that blow ; I want it moſt. 
Fa. Reſtraint, your danger, check, diſtrat, unman me----- 


Oh ! my Placentia! Oh Ricardo ſpare her ! 


Pla. Oh | my Fabiano! Oh Ricerdo, ſpare him ! 
Rzj, Too long I've trifl'd ſtand out of Death's way, 
Pla. No, ſtrike, ſtrike thro my'Heart ! ftill chus I'll ſtand, 
Between the dear unhappy Man and Fate. 
Ri. The dearer he's, the ſooner he ſhall dye. 
Pla, Oh ! rake the wealth I now was leaving ! kill me ! 
* Alas my Death will mend my wretched ſtate, 
**And I, inſtead of burying my ſelf living 
* Within theloneſom Walls of ſome poor Cloyſter, 
* Will lye morequiet in the ſilent Grave, 
** Forgot among the ſolitary Tombs. 
But on my knees, which fear has ſcarce left able 
To bear my Trembling body, by your Lore, 
By the remaining Tears of this ſad day, 
By your beſt hopes, and by yourfuture ſafety, 
Let me adjure you , ſpare him, ſpare my honour, 
Nor a& a Crime you'd wiſh undone too late. 
Fa; Down Stubborn Heart ! bend knees ! Placentia kneels.. 
A Goddeſs kneels ; but fee a greater wonder, 


.Ricardo | fee thy Rival at thy Feet ! 


Not to beg life! ah ns ! Iwiſh to dye ; 
Spare her ! oh ſpare her ! Let my blood attone. 
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Ri, Something I feel like Pity; but [ll hide it —- (afde.) 
Or yield, or wed me-now, or both fhall dye. To Pla. who 
Let go your hold bolds him by the arm. 
Pla. Ohdo no- drag me thus ! 
Fa. Bound as I am, Ill ſtrive to ſnatch thy Dagger. 
Fa. with both his hazils ſeizes Ricardo's Dagger. They ferugg le. 
Ri.falls, She gets bis Sword, and points it to his breaſt. 
Ri. Hah ! 
* Pla. Now, Villain, tremble! Stir, and thou dy'ſt. 
* Rz. Ohdo not kill me —I'm not fit to dye 
* Pla. Nor ever wilt ; therefore unfit to live : 
* What ſhou'dſt thou fear, thou'rt all a Devil already. 
* Thy loweſt fall can be.but into Hell, 
* Ri. Oh, that's uncharitable! 
* Pla. Then that's like thee : 
* Infection's buſie where you breathe! Dye 
Pla, offersto kill Ri. Fa, hinders her, 
* Fa. Hold, dear Placentia, let me interpoſe : 
* Tl ſhield him, but-to puinſh him my elf. 
** Pla. No, his Sword muſt let out his tainted blood, 
* Ri. Letnot blood ſtain your Innocence. | 
*© Pla. A Monſter's blood ne'r ſtains the hand that ſheds ir. 
** Ri. Cana Virgin do this? 
* Pla. A Virgin wrong'd can more. . 
*© Ri. "Tis not her office to be cruel. 
** Pla. But 'tis ev'ry one's officeto do juſtice, 
* Rz. Oh! you are pious, and you muſt forgive: 
* Pla. Now you can preach that pity you deny'd. 
* Ri. Oh! 'twas excels of Love that urg'd my Crime: 
* Pla. Thou never hadſt that goodneſs as to love. 
Dye, Virtue ſtrikes, not I. | 
Fa. "Hold, Madam, free my hands ; I'll kill him- then. * 
Pla. Why venture twice your life againſt a Villain ? 
Fa, What can I have to loſe, when you are loſt ? 
Ri, aſide. I hate this lingring— Thus I'll ſcape or dye. 
Starts up ſuddenly, and runs 048. 
Pla. Ha! now he's ſcap'd, and 'tis our turn to fear. 
Fa. T'll fly for help, unbihd me. 
Enter Morella, Melinda, and two of their women. 
Morel. We've heard a diſmal noiſe Fabiano bound ! 
Pla. *Tis now no time to talk ; ſecure that door. 
They bar the doors on the fide where Ri- came ont. 
Thefr, Rape and Murder are at hand <——-— 
Some of you, ring the Bel), it may bring help. 
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They unbind Fabiario, who takes wp the Sword. 
- Fa. Quick, call the Captain : now his wound is- bound, 
Tho lame, he may afliſt, Exit Ser, 
Ri. without, Open the door. 
Fa. No, not to Thieves and Raviſhers. 
Ri. without, We'll-break em open then. (Knocks and wrenches 
1eorel, Heavenſend us ſuccour firſt. without, 
Pla 1 ﬀear it much. The Bell is rung. 
Enter Captain, ſupporting himſelf on a ftick. 
Fa, Why, then I can but dye for you, Placentia. 
Cap, Taik not of dying, Sir, but of defence. 
Ler's keepcloſe by the pallage, 
There we ſhall better make our party good. 
The door is buxſt epen, the Woinen ſbrick. 
Emter Ricardo, Braves, Sailsrs and Lieutenant, | 
Ri, Fall on ! Ri. and the Bravoes fight, Fa, 
. and the Capt. who give way by degrees, till the Lieutenant 
finding hisCapt. there, falls on the Brawoes, and with the help 
of the Sailors diſarm them and Ricardo. . 
Lieu. Our Captain's here ! fall on the Rogues. 
Cap. My men are here, beyond my expeRation. 
Rz, Berray'd by curied Pyrates ! 
Cap, Lieutenant, what's the matter? 
Lieu. Our Brigantine, Sir, was o're-pow'r'd by Villains ; 
So many of our men being on ſhore. 
They came upon us {6 at ufawares, | 
There was no Qther help but joyning with them. 
T told them TI was a revolted Pyrate, 
Who would be glad of ſuch good company ; 
And thus, ſince that, I've trac'd therh in LY miſchiefs, 
Being refolv'd to feize 'em, when my men 
Were got together, as they are now, 
Fa, Where is the Moor 2 
Lieu We cannot find him yet. 
Fa. Bind all the Villains, and confine Ricardo. 
Enter Don Vincentio wndiſgus'd, 2th Attendants. 
Vin, Forbear, preſumptuous Lord ! 
'Fa. How !: Don Vincentio living ! 
M:c. and Mar. Hah ! 'tis my Brother's Ghoſt! 
Ri, Riſen from the Grave ; 
Vim. Why d'you all ſhun me ? But perhaps you ought. 
ter, tho much chang'd, I am Vincentio (till. 
Plz. Alive ! oh gram it  heavn. 
Fn. You've been impos'd upon, I find. | 
Ri, 


S* 


Ri, 
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Ri,' Oh my dear Brother, how I mourn'd for you ! [Runs 
to embrace bim, 
Pls, © Come T'll believe he lives, tho 'ewere a Dream, 
* ThatImay know one-joyful Moment more. [The Ladies and 
Ri. ran to embrace him, he makes 'em ſign to forbear. 
Vin, Spare Compliments ! It is your love I'd have 
When I am ſure of that, the reſt js ncedleſs. 
Ri. My Lord, your Eara moment. . (Ri. whiſpers Vin.) 
Vinc. I find, there have-been ſtrange diſorders here. 
Placentia, as for you, I hearyou're grown | 
An abſolute diſpofer of your (elf. 
Pla, Ah can your Soul more than your face be chang'd ! 
You did not uſe to meet our joys this way. 
Oh ! my beſt Lord ! upon my knees I beg 
ThatCalumny my not poſſeſs your Soul ! 
Vin. (afide.) How amT chang'd indeed ; I can ftand by, 
And ſee Placentia knee]. Oh ! jealouſy, 
Thou haſt perverted all my noble narure : 
Thou droy'ſt out flatt'ring hope when moſt ſecure, 
And all my Gen'rous paffions follow'd it. 
Fa. Do's it become Placemtis thus tokneel, my Lord ? 
Vin, If you diſlike her low Condition, raiſe her ! 
Fa. So, I can, Sir, and to as high a pitch « 
As yours, tho mounted thus in all its | 
Vin. My Lord,you've in my abſence ftoln a Jewel (T7 F. fide 
I priz'd ere.me'th, my very being. 
Reſtore it me again on your Sword's om , 
cbs. 


 Andby the Grove whers 1kill'd raſh 


Fa. to him.}] I'll meet you ; ſay rio more—Riſe, noble Maid. 
Pla. No, I will grow to Earth, except-my Lord 
Turns merciful agam, and hears me _ 
Vin. aſide. Ho of Revenge have beat out jealouſy, 
And I'm my ſelf again --- Ah lovely Maid, 
To what but Heav'n ſhou'd ſo much Beauty kneel ? 
Oh! I was mad, Placentia! quickly rife, | 
Or I ſhall fink info'rhe Earth'for : 
His words made no impreffion-on my Mind. 
Ri. My Lord, pray keep your Temper, nor Tuſpe& me ; 
For I have proofs , I wiſh the Moor were here ! 
He firſt betray'd their ill deſigns to me. 
Vin. Why then, ye equal judges, hear him ſpeak ! 
I am the Moor -- do you ſtart, baſe Traducer ? 
But thou'rt below my Thoughts ? "Tis you, 'Flacemia, 
I now muſt chide, 
L | - Why 


*© Why, Cruel fair, 
* Why will you thus ſhut out your lovely ſelf _ 
*© From all the World ? I prize no other Wealth, 
©* And wou'd you, wou'd you ſteal your ſelf from him - f 
© Who without you muſt dye ? for oh Placentia, 
* None can glivide the Body fromthe Soul. 
* Yet make that Body live. 
Pla. © Alas! Vows firm as fate for ever part us. 
Vin, © Yet ſtay, That I may ſee you ſhine at Court. 
Pla. © Ah no ! my Lord, vertue ſhines beſt in Cloyſters, 
Vin." But oh ! if you're reſolv'd to live recluſe, 
© Andmake your fond Vincentio miſerable, 
* Why muſt another offer you to Heay'n ? - | 
Pla. *© You ſhall diſpoſe of me, 
My Lord, my heart 
Is by a ſecret charm bound:to F abieno, 
But yet, its Duty-muſt be, wholly yours, 
Vin. Oh! break that curſed charm, or elſe deny 
All thoughts that prompt a friendſhip or reſpeR. 
Reſpe& was welcome from you, when I thought 
None had a ſtronger Tye upon your Soul; 
But that reſpe&R, is now below contempt, 
Pla, Oh ! thoT love him— 
Vin. Oh uqgank; hots words, | 
Ten thouſand Vipers ſtung me at the ſound ; 
Ten thouſand thoughts, all wild, all black, altdiſmal, 
Work my mad Brain. Oh, ſay you love him not. 
You weep——you are dumb---you will not? Cruel Maid: ! 
Teach me, yet Pow'rs to:meve her — Oh I wou'd invoke © 
Men, Angels, Friends, to wreſt him-from her heart : 
But *ewill be vain : how long have I not ſu'd ? 
Hours, Days, Months, Years, are paſt ; yet ſtill ſhe's Marble. 
Ill dye then ——— yes ; but firſt my Rival ſhall, 
I'm ripe for ruin, like ſome batter'd wall, 
Fut haughty Foe, Ill cruſh thee with my fall, 
Fa.. Kill me, I'll thank you ; for I'm hopeleſs too. 
But live, my Lord, and think me not your foe. 
Nothing but barbarous wrong done: to. Placentia 
Cou'd make me draw my. Sword againſt my friend, 
Vin. Muſt I be wicked e're I —_ easd? 
Take, take your friendſhip back. Oh why am I thus curſt; 
My Brother a baſe wretch, my Friend my Rival, 
And what's yet worſe, a Rival lov'd | Oh 'Tortures ! 
But what moſt racks my Soul, this very evening I 
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T thought my ſelf the heppy'ſt man on earth. 
From ſuch « hope, in full career to bliſs, 
Thus to be hurried down a precipice 
To daſh on deep deſpair ! Ic killsmy reaſon, 
Confounds my Brains, my Heart, and tears my very Soul, 
| Fling s bimſelf on the ground. 
Pla. Compoſe his mind, good Heav'n ' 
Morel. Rite, my dear Brother, p 
Ae, Oh why will you lye thus ? 
Vin. Oh why indeed indeed | my ſword, my ſword ſhou'd 
end me and my pain. rnd draws his Sword. 
Fa. Hold! are you mad ? {Takes his Sword from bim, and 
Let Reaſon end 'em, and preſerve your Life. others hold him. 
Vin. Away ; Life's my worſt foe, and you the next .; 
Think not t'impoſe it on me. Reaſon's ſelf, 
Nay Patience, ſays my ills are paſt her cure. 
Oh hardſhip ! I'm ev'n deny'd the priviledge of dying. 
Then hear, thou heav'n ! why fleepsthy Grado ? endme! 
Delay not thus my wiſht-for Diſſolution. 
Oh rid me of Intolerable Life. 
Fa. Forgive your Friends, and live my Lord. 
Vin My Friends ! -wou'd you be thought my Friend? 
Fa. Yes, from my Soul. 
Vim. Then dare be ſuch, and rid me now of Life. 
Fa, Wou'dthat be like a Friend? Refle&, my Lord : 
Exert your Soul; und bear like your great felf- 
Vin. Willyou notkillme then ? 
Fa. Were ev'ry door tocaſc ſhut up but Death, 
Unwillingly I wou'd. 
Vin. Thereis no other. 
Fa. Then I muſt becrnelly kind. (draws bis Swords) 
Pla, My Lord— 
Far Madam forbear? Let one friend eaſe another. 
Vin, Well ſaid ? 
Come, take your Sword my Friend, and lay its point cloſe to 
my Breaſt? (Fa, gi 2s himsback bis Sword, 
That when I do you the ſame hated Office, 
We both may fall at once. | 
Vi. What, both ! forbid it friendſhip! 
I dare not buy my eaſe at your Life's Coſt. 
Fa. See, whither paffion hurried you, my Lord ! 
Were wilful Death an eaſe, ſhou'd you deny it him 
That gives it you ? for I too am moſt wretched. 


But Life's the Gift of Heay*n, and we muſt wait 
L 2 Till 
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Till heav'n commands it back, to gain a better. 
Vin. Oh ! you have touch'd my Soul ! Come to my Arms! 


I'm reconcil'd to wretchedneſs, to Life, 
Nay,-ev'n to you : Tho Rivals we'll agree : 


. Ler'sall three joyn as partners in affliction. 


Till heav'n be: mov'd, while nature mourns to find 
Three hearts ſo wretched, yet (o truly kind. 
| Enter Zemec, Sf 

Zem MyLd,DonFerdinand,with guards: was forcing Entrance, 
But, hearing you're return'd, wou'd only-kiſs-your hand. 

Fa. My Lord conceal me, leſt ] be derain'd. 

Vin.to Fab.Retire into that Roome- Go bring him in.(To Zem. 

LExis. Fa. and Zemet ſevcrallþ. 
Enter Don Ferdinand, with Zemet with bim. 

Fer, Welcome, my Lord, to Portugal, that mourn'd 
The brave YVincentio's loſs ! 'The King himſelf 
Has worn a noble ſorrow for your Death ; 

And doubtleſs will rejoyce, toſee you contradit 
That moſt unwelcome news. 

Vim. Imuſt employ my Friends, my Lord, for a new pardon, 
"Twas I that caus'd the Rumour to be ſpread ; - 
But 'ewas to ſave a Brother, 

Fer. He's no Brother. 

Vin. My Lord, he's but an ill one, I confefs 
Yet, nature.ſtill will work: 

Fer, I'll ſay no-more, till I have got your promiſe, of one thing. 

Vin. Name it, my Lord ;: a gift that you can ask 
Muſt needs be.too well plac'd tobe deny'd. 

Fer. I had a Son, and hope once more to have him, 

If this fair Lady will reſtore him to me, 
- Once I deſpis'd her, bur admire her now. 

I ask her for his Wife, my Lord, that's all. 

Vin, All! ask me my Lord, :to rip my breaſt my ſelf; 
And give you thence my heart. Ask any thing, 

Rather than ask Placentia for your Son, 
She. muſt be mine, or no man'sin the World. 

Fer. My Lord, ſhe is your Siſter. 

Vin, Hah ! my Siſter. 

Ri. afide.) Nay then 'tis time to fly : Theſe perjur'd Monks, 
Tho he's not dead have made the ſecret known. 

Fer. Lay hold on him !-— (going is fops by the Lieutenant.) 

Emer the 2 Monks. 
This Villain, ſhall no longer be your plague. 

x. Monk, No, he's a peaſants Son, and ſhe your Siſter., 

Yin. Can Heay'n and Earth conſpireto make me wa_ ? 

| Siſter, 


> 
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Siſter, that word ne're ſounded ill till now. 

Siſter brings in't eternal ſeparation. 

Fathers, you ſhou'd be Meſſengers of joy. 

"_ Monk, I hope, My Lord, we ſhall, if you'll but hear. 
Vin Let me hear any thing bur Siſter from you, 

That fatal ſound will murther me at once ; 

I dare not-underſtand you. 

But fince I'm doom'd to hear ſome dreadful ſtory ; 

'Tis fit I ſhow'dpoſfeſs-my Sout with Thoughts 

Of the moſt diſmal kind ! — I need not ſtudy. 

Placentia Loves another 'Fhar's enough. 

Alas! what Racks, what tortures can be worle ! 

Now tell the reſt— yet on the Ground T'll lye 

Leſt I drop down, when ſhe is prov'd my Siſter.” 

There, wretched Lover, meaſure out thy Grave, [Throw bin 

Now ſtrike the blow that muſt cut off all hopes. on the ground. 
1. Monk. Read that, my Lord! It is a declaration 

Under his Parents hands. Gives Vinc- 4 paper. 
Vin, This is enough — Placentia is my Siſter. Oh ! my heart ! 

Turn, turn thy ſelf about, that I may' ask - 

Why this was done ? 
1 Monk. My Lord, you've heard your fickly Infancy ' 

Gave but a doubtful promiſe of your Life. 

This made your Father wiſh anorher Son. - 

But Daughters ſtil deceiv'd him. Now your Mother ' 

Then big with Child, had heard him rafhly ſay, 

If that too prov'd a Daughter, he ſhould wiſh 

She never had been his. | 

This made ſuch an impreflion on her mind, 

That to preſerve his Love, hebeing abſent, 

Seeing it prov'd a Girl, ſhe chang'd the Child. 

This fault her youth committed, and her age repented. 

So ſhe with us So this Truſt, 

To be reveal'd, if you dy'd without Iffue.-. 

If not, to be kept ſecret. Bur juſt heav'n 

Has brought the ſecret out before its time. ' 

Yet with no breach of truſt on our ſide neither, 

Since we believ'd yow dead, when we reveal'd it. 
Vin. Have I not patience, fathers, thus tothear 

Such killing news, yer lye here without raving 7 

But T'll do ſomething too. [farts wp and Exit. Monks and Servant: 
Pla. Look to my Lord ! after him, 
Fer. Alas ! he's much diſturb'd — As for theſe Villains, 


To dungeons with them, But for this mock-Lord — 
Degrade-- 
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*-Degrade him firſt. Strip ofthisrich garb, 
Then Cloath him as befits his ſtate and Birth. - 
[ Ex. Sejlors, Braves and Ricardo. 
That thus my Lord may ſee him dragg'd to priſon. 
Morel. Oh Siſter ;'tis more joy to find you thus, 
Thaa'tis to loſe that wretch. 
Pla. This doubles the delight I took in Friendſhip , 
But my Love for you wasſo great before,it cannot now encreaſe, 
Re-enter Ricardo, in an old Gown with Attendants. 
R;j. Now,, Fortune, Nature, 
I owe you nothing but a wretched Being, 
Take Lack the thankleſs gift, and then we'reeven, 
© Nor rack my Soul with dread of endleſs Flames. 
There 's Hell enough on Earth in guilty minds. 
© To loſe at once the heav'n of Love and Greatneſs, 
© Then be condemn'd-to Life, -or dye a branded Villain ? 
- * Curſt Thought! abranded Villain. Ha'! I feel 
* A warmth new to my heart, thaw the hard lump, 
* And ſbake my ſhudd'ring frame. 
Oh my paſt Life, thou mak'ſt me doubt the future. 
Alas, I dare not hope I may repent: 
Laura4 Oh rug, For pities fake ! ſhe is poyſon'd. 
Get Antidotes ! But tell her not, I didit- 
Fer. Run, help the Lady. (Exit Serwant,) 
Ri. Oh! lead me from her Sight, to Chains and Galleys, . 
To toyl, to ſhame, to want, to pinching cold, 
To ſcorching heat, to ſtripes, to worſe Remorſe, ; 
And ever-new variety of Woes. 
All, all theſe pains are flight, to thoſe I bear, 
Struggling for hope with horror and deſpair. 
Laura #n the paſſage. ] Stay ! PoygnerFiend, !-take this and this. 
(Exit Ricardo bloody, Guarded by the Lieutenant, &c. 
Ser, Hold, Madam. 
Pla, More horrors yet ! oh let's avoid that _ Ex, Pla. 
0 


with Fer. rel. avd Mel. 
Emter Laura and Richardo. She holds a Dagger in ber hand, 


and drops it as ſhe ſtruggles with the Servants. 

Lau. Why do you hold me ? let me end that Monſter ! 

Ri. Strike, injur'd Goodneſs ; ftrike again ; I'll thank you. 
* Compleat the work of Death, that moves too ſlow. 
** But oh ! firſt hear me, take ſome Antidote. 
, La. Muſt I be.held, and puniſhe with his ſight ? 

- Free me, or take him hence, for horror ſhakes me 
Ev'n at the thoughts that he's of humane form. 
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Ri. be kneels) Oh ſtay ; look an the moſt undone ofCreatures; - 
A-Devil in guile, but a repenting Devil. 
Oh ! cou'd but heav'n and you torgive. , 
Lau. Avant —— Devils can't repent, nor be forgiven, 
Rz. Butev'n the worſt of Men, thus proſtrate trembling, 
Notdaring to look up, near death, will ſigh to heav'h. 
* Oh! you're ſo mach its likeneſs, > 
* Sure 1ts beſt attribute, Divine forgiveneſs 
* May yet be ſhow'r'dev'n on a wrerch like me. . 
* A Wretch, more, more than a wretch, there's not a name 
* That can expreſs my miſerable ſtate. 
Lau. Let go my Robes, - 
Rz. Oh never, never, 
The drowning wretch cannot fotego his hold ; 
That loſt, I fink for ever, 
* Las, I'd ſink with thee, that thou might'ſt ſink yet lower. 
*© Think on my wrongs, thou Fiend, thy breach of Vows, 
* Ingraticude, that evin thy Sex mult ſtartle, 
* Poyſon thy kind return for all my wealth, 
© For all my Love; and'what cries moſt for Vengeance, 
*© Thoſe poor young Orphans !-Oh my ruin'd Children. 
Rj. Oh-! take ſome Antidote ! 
Lau: No, I wou'd dye : what ſhou'd I live:-for now ? 
ſee behind me nothing left in Life 
7 ut miſery, terrible miſery: 
Rj, Oh Laurg— 
Lau, Wil't thou ſtill plague me ? Dye, andlet me dye. 
* Rj, Oh! had you heard me, butan hou ago, 
{© We might have liv'd. Alas you ſittle know 
* What's now divulg'd ; I'm not Fincentio's Brother. 
Deaths to a-wretch like me hasloſtits horror ; 
Death ſhou'd have ſnatch'd me in my fancy'd greatneſs ; 
Bue-now my baſe original, my Crimes, 
My ſhame call for ſeverer puniſhments. 
The Rack ſhou'd ſtretch my Limbs,and ſhow me death in view. 
Then pull the blefling back, that I might long be tortur'd. 
Then ler me ſtarve with thoſe poor helpleſs Orphans, 
Whom I havegobb'd of the ſupport their dying Father tefe. 
* Lau. Oh now thou'ſt touch'd my Soul, | 
© And laid my Crimesas well as thine in view. 
«I, I, was left entruſted with the Care. 
** How ſhall I meet my Husbands ſhade ? -methinks 


* Leg his angry Ghoſt ! he frowns oh hide me, 
* For- 
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* Forgive, bleſt ſoul ; forgive a poor deluded Woman! —— 
** But oh 1my Children, how can you forgive me 2 —— 
**Yet once more let me ſee 'em—ſtay ; I dare nor, 
** Oh diſmal f. ge ; a dying mother dreads to ſee her Children. 
* Ri. Oh nov to you, to me they owe their Ruin; 
* On me, on me alone ſhou'd Vengeance fall. 
* Add to my tormeats, heav'n, ſo they haveeaſe. 
* Oh! tho ſhecurlit me ſtill, tho' ſhe ne're knew 
* *T was for their good Iftrove to wed Placentia, 
I'd bear an age ;of Hell to mend your fares. 
Lau. Amazement ! his guilt leflens. Can it be? 
He picies me, pities my Children too. 
Take back thy pity, take it back, .Ricardo, 
It gains ſo much upon my eaſy heart 
That | ſhall wrong my ſelf, and give thee mine. 
Ri. Pity'd ! am Ithenpityd ? oh! thou goodneſs, 
IF thou can'ſt pity, ſure thou can'ſt forgive, — — 
Burt oh the poyſon ! That muſt wake Heav ns Vengeance; 
And ſeal the cars of mercy ; 
Lau. "Twas Charity to kill me : but thy falſhood 
Was a worſe poyſon.to my doating heart | 
Yet we've all-faults. Alas, we all want mercy —- 
We muſt forgive, heav'n pardon thee, and me ! 
Ri. What do I hear ? 
Law. But fly! myChildren's ſight may force forgiveneſs back. 
R3. Is that forgiveneſs? ſee, I bleed apace. 
Oh pardon, e're I dye. | 
Tay. Oh | 1've a vice of mercy in me. 
Rj. Let me Embrace your Knees , breath out my Soul. : 
ac es ber knees. 


Emter Children. 
Lau. My Children ! .off, away. [puſhes bim away. 
R3. | dare not fee 'em, and] cannot leave her ! 
throws himſelf mn b Face. 
©* Lau. Away, you dearfond wretches. Why 4” you cling ? 
&« I've ruin'd you; but oh! I'm ruin'd worſe. 
* Poor Innocents, they little know their miſery, 
« feel it double for them, wretched Mother. 
Oh had my Woes fall'n only on my ſelf, 
I'd think 'em gentie, but this worſeaffliction 
Intail'd on you, poor helpleſs guiltleſs Orphans, 
It turns my Brains, diſtrats me—— "Tis coo much, 
Oh dreadful change ! oh vanicy of life ! 
[Death 
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Death is the only bleſſing a fond Mother [She falls, and ther 
ſhe ſees the Dagger by ber and takes it up privately. 
Can wiſh her deareſt Children ha !the Dagger. 
Do's not Fate hint by this, I ought to eaſe 'em ? 
Muſt they be lefr, ro want ? to beg ? to ſtarve? 
Til do't ; but oh what Arm can hurt ſuch ſweetneſs ? 
I cannot ſtike-— 1] canr.ot bear theic I ook: 
But muſt they live to curſe me, ſhame their name, 
And dye perhaps an ignominions Death ? 
No, I muſt ſtrike ——- 
1, Child, Pray, mother, don't look ſo, indeed it frights me. 
Oh pray ben't angry ! oh I'll bug and k.fs you. 
Lau. Away, were ruind, and we ought to dye. 
1. Child, Oh my dear Mother, live; We'll beg for you. 
Lau. Beg ! cou'd: you Beg"? 
1. Child, Yes, forjour deareſt mother. 
Lau. Oh this difarms me. Live, my deareſt Children —— 
Live and be happier, you inſtrut your Mother, (She throws 
away the Dagger and embraces ber Children. 
AndI too ought to Live--I1f there be means-- but oh the poyſon 
It works, hah ! it ſhoots Hell into my Blood ! ; 
I am all wound. My head ; my breaſt ! I burn ! 
Heart, I cleave my ſides ! Brains, burſt my $skull ! belp! help! 
Oh gently, gently: (They offer to help ber. 
© R;z.Oh horror | Curſe thy ſufferings off on me, 
* Thou martyr'd Goodneſs — hurl your Bolts, you Powers ! 
* Grind, grind me into duſt, 
* And on each atom double all her pains. 
© So Laura's eas'd, Ricardo. will not murmur | 
Lau. Oh ! give me eaſe ! where's Death ? 
The Coward dares not come, affrighted at my torments. 
My Br- .th's a fire. Help ! Water, Ice! Heav'n, pity me. 
Give 1' 3 ſome of the cold my. Children are.to ſuffer. 
Lieut. Take hence theſe innocents, too much they move. 
Lau. Oh pity them——1I. call'd on Death, and lo, he's my 
: at lalt. 
But oh the thoughts of them, makes me now welcome him. 
With that ſad heavineſs!that ſinks deſpairing Sinners. 
Oh Heav'n ! — Oh my Children !— (Dyes. 
Wom.: She's dead, ſhe's dead: 
* Riz, Hah! and = I ſtill live i A a 
© Bedry my Eyes, and you, my Wounds, wee Crs 
* Oh Jer = «ry and gh my Laſt at Once, G 
Oh killing ſight when ſh ——_ thee, 


Thou. 
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Thou only fair ? Oh ! never, never, never. 

"Tis not for guilt like mine to mount with thee : 

I feel my ſelf in Hell, and mercy's ſelf 

Can never ſtoop fs low. 

© Fain wou'd I pray—ha ! a Grim Viſion frights me. 

* Oh heav'n ! oh ſave me ! hah! a handis ſtretch 

* To raiſe me up to heav'n, let me get hold 

© But oh ! dark vapours riſe between I cannot ſee it 
Re-enter Ferdinand, and @ Servant. 

No News yet of Vincentio? Oh moſt diſmal fight! 

Fer. Remove that Scene of Grief----force off that wretch. 

Ri. Oh you ſhall never part us----No, I will, I will 
Bejoyn'd with her at leaſt in Death ! —— Oh Laura ! Laura, 

(Laura 4: carried of, Ricardo follow; ,bolling by the garments, 
but us forced off, faints, falls and is carried off. . 
Fer, A doleful Scene ! but where's my Lord Vrncentio, 
T dread ſome greater miſchief from his Stay. 
Enter 'Zemet. 
Zem. Run, find Placentia? Don Vincentio's coming, 
A Conqu'ror o're his noble ſelf at laſt. (Exit Servant” 
He brings my Lord Fabiano to be bleſt. 
Fer. My Son ! Enter Vincentio and Fabiano at one Door: 
Placentia, Morella, and Melinda at the other, 
Vin. Love's facrific'd at laſt to Reaſon, Take her, 
She's yours, my Lord. 

Fa. Oh 'tis too much at once---oh rapture---oh Placentia. 

Pla. Oh my lov'd Lord ! —— [ He embraces her. 

Fa. My Lite ! my Soul! oh I amloſt in Blifs, and ſuffer with 
Thou kind omnipotence, forgive my doubts, [delighr, 
I chought thou con'dſt not thus have bleſt a mortal —-—- 

My Lord, my Father ! {| Aneels to bis Father. 

Fer. Oh my dear Son, be bleſt, and let my tears AT 
Now ſpeak my Joy as once they did my Grief. 

Vin. Thus Providence has wrought my deſperate cure. 
Oh! you, no more my Miſtreſs nor my Rival, 
Livehappy. Long be crown'd 
With bietlings which no ſingle ſtate can give. 

My heart has fed folong on hopleleſs Love 

That it wou'd ſurfeit, ſhou'd it feed on other. 

Glory ſhall be my Darling Miſtreſs now. 

Off chen, ſoft frenzy ! ler me rouze my Soul, 

In martial Fields let Fame paſtels it whole : 

While all who know, whence ſprung theſe dangers here, 

Learn from ſmall Crimes great miſchiefs to beware; Ex. Onmes. 
FINTIS. 
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Books Printed for D, Brown, at the Black 
Swan and Bible, without Temple-bar. 


I E Canterbury Guels : Or, a Bargain broken. 'A Come- 
(ref dy, Acted at the Theatre Royal, Writter: by Mr Raven- 
[(croft. 


2 The Sullen Lovers: Or, the Curious Impertinents. A 
Comedy, written by Tho. Shadwel, 

3 The Corziſh Comedy, as it is acted at the Royal Theatre in 
Dorſet Garden, by his Majeſtys Servants. 

4 Dr Colbatch's 4 Tracts His! Treatiſe of the Gout, and 
Do@rine of Afids further aſſerted. 

5 A late Voyage to St Kilda, the remoteſt of all the Her- 
brides or Weſtern Iſles of Scotland, with a hiſtory of the Iſland 
natural, moral, &c. By Mr Martin, Gent. 


Books Printed for R. Parker, under the Roy- 
al Exchange in Cornhil, 


I. ON wiſdom 3 Books, written originally in Fre#:h by the 

Sieur de Charrmm, with an account of the Auther, made 
Engliſh by George Stanhope, D. D. late Fellow of >. VR 
in Cambrizge, from the beſt edition. Corrected and enlarged by 
the Author a little before his death. 

2 The Roman Hiſtory, from the building of the City to the 
perfe&t ſettlement of the Empire. By Au nfs Ceſar ; contain- 
ing the ſpace of 727 years, deſigned as well for the underſtand- 
ing the Roman Authors as the Roman Aﬀeairs. By Lawrence Echard, 

. Me 

3 The Roman Hiſtory from the ſettJement of the Empire by 
Auguſtus C2{ar, to the removal of the Imperial Seat by Confans 
tine the Great, containing the ſpace of 355 years, Vol. 2. for 
the uſe of his Highneſs the Duke of Gloceſter., By Lawrence 
Echard, AM. 

4 The Hiſtory of the Revolution in Sweden, &c. 

5 The hiſtory of the-Revolutions in Sweden , occaſioned by 
the change of Religion, and alteration of the Government, in 
that Kingdom. Written originally in French, by the Abbot 
Vertot : Printed at Pars ; and done into Engliſh by F. Mitchel, 
M. D. With a Map of Sweden, Denmark, and Norway. The 
Second Edition. In which the whole Work is revis'd and _ 
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refed; and almoſt the whole ſecond Part,which was done by 
another Hand, newl4 Tranſlated. 

6." A Relation of a Voyage made in the years 1695, 1696, . 
1697. On the Coaſt of Africs, Streights of - Magellan, Braſil, 
Cagenna, and the Antilles, by a Squadron of French Men of War, - 
under the Command of M. de Gennes. By the Sieur Freger, 
Voluntier-Engineer on -board the Enghſh Felcov, Illuſtrated 
with divers ſtrange Figures, drawn to the Life. 

7. The Modeſt Critic, or Remarks 'on the moſt eminent 
Hiſtorians, ancient and modern ; with ulefu} oautions and in- 
ftructions as well. for writing as reading Hiſtory ; wherein the 
ſenſe of the greateſt men on this ſubject is fairhfully abridg'd, 
by one'of the Society .of.the Port Roye!. 

8. Poems on ſeveral occaſions, written.in imitation of the 
manner of Anatreon, with other Poems, Letters, and Trarfla- 
tions, by Mr Oldmixon, © - | Cx 

9, The Centlemans Journal,. '.or the: monthly Miſcellany, 
by way of Letter to a Gentleman intt.e Country ; conſiftiog 
of News, Hiſtory, Philoſophy,' Poetry, Muſicks &c. Com- 
pleat Sets, -or ſingle, ones. By Mr. Myreusx. 

10. Busby's Greek Grammar. 

11. Cod8bridee Phraſes. - © 
'* 12, Dr. Sygdenham's compleat method of curing almoſt all dif- 
eaſes, and ' ej) war ar their Symptoms ; to-which arte now 
added, 5 diſcourles of the fame Author, concerning the Pleu- 
rify,” -Gour, Hyſtotical Paffion, Droply, ard ' Rheuwatiſm, 
Abridg'd and faithfully tranſlated out of the Original Latin, . 
with Jhort and uſeful notes on the former part, written by | 
a Learned Phyſician, and .neyer - befure printed ; the Third 
Edition, be IF Ry TY 
+ 13. The art of preſerving reſtoring Health,  ex- 
plaining the Nature and Cauſes of the aiftempers t Cali 
Mankind. Alſo ſhewing that every man is, or may be his own 
A 1a To which is added,a Treatiſe of the moſt ſimple and 
effetualRemedies for the diſeaſes Die andWamen. Written, 
OH —_ by 7. Hemmond M. D. arid faithfully trinflated into 

ngliſh. | | | 

The Novelty, every A& a Play, being a ſhort Paſtoral Co- 
medy, Maſque, Tragedy, and Farce, after the Lalian ers 
Written by Mr Mortewx, and others. , YI 
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